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PREFACE. 



Undeb the impression that the following Poems 
may prove a balm to some hearts which may be 
suffering from trial or bereavement, the Authoress 
has ventured to consent to their publication. 
Many of the pieces were written during early 
girlhood, but the greater portion of them were 
composed at a later period, — ^when her own sor- 
row was too deep for tears. Coming direct from 
the heart, and leaving their soothing influence 
there, her hope is that they may speak to other 
hearts wailing as her own has done, and also 
whisper of the same bright hope shining afar, 
which has calmed and comforted her in her sea- 
sons of sorrow. If in a single instance her aim 
is answered, she will feel repaid for the effort. 
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WAILINGS OF THE LYEK 



LINES WRITTEN AFTER VISITING 
CHATSWORTH AND HADDON HALL. 

They haunt me still, they haunt me still, the mem • 

lies of that day, 
The princely building and the hall, now falling to 

decay, 
The wood-<;rowned and the rocky heights, the birds, 

the trees, the flowers. 
The thoughts which filled my bosom, in those happy, 

happy hours. 
Say, was it but an idle dream? or was it waking bliss? 
Could images so beautiful beam on a world like this? 
Oh ! tell me, was it fairy-land ? for music filled the 

air; 
It surely was no spot of earth, such melody was 

there ! b 
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There was melody, deep melody, and music in the 
breeze, 

There was beauty in the simple flowers and beauty 
in the trees ; 

There was beauty in the ivy, twining round the ruin 
wall, — 

And methought that beauty soft and sweet was beam- 
ing over all ! 

Oh ! then I felt the murmuring sigh, I felt the tear- 
drop flow ; 

For I wondered how tMs world could be so fall of 
sin and woe. 

I gazed upon the noble house, and its far-sweeping 
lawn, 

On which there sported, side by side, the gentle deer 
and fawn. 

And I thought within that palace, so stately and so 
proud. 

Where oft the voice of revelry resounded long and 
loud. 

And where the soul of gladness seemed to fill the 
circle gay, 

E'en there some young heart's dearest hopes might 
wither and decay. 



GffATSWOBTB AND RADDON HALL. 1 1 

•I would not wish that greatness should be on earth 

my lot, 
In loneliness Td rather dwell, content to be forgot 
By all on earth, if only He, the Lord of earth and 

Heaven, 
Would be my friend, and, " Daughter," say, " thy sins 

are all forgiven." 



We left that spot so fairy-like ; and then the ancient 

hall. 
We saw — deserted, desolate ! Oh ! tell me, where is 

all 
The greatness and the grandeur that in by-gone days 

it wore ? — 
Alas ! its days of revelry and gladness are no more ! 
The hearts which thrill'd with pleasure, and those 

which mourned in pain, 
Will never know the dreams of bliss' or woe on earth 

again! 
Oh I footsteps light and footsteps sad have wandered 

where I trod ; 
What are they now, but mould*ring clay beneath the 

grassy sod ! — 



1 2 LINKS WBITTBN AFTEB VISITING 

The oak that now o'ershadows it perchance was 

budding then, 
But the hopes which rose in human hearts come not 

with spring again, 
And the fears, the little, fretting fears, that filled so 

many a breast ! — 
Oh, happy thought ! — the mourner now has found 

eternal rest ! 
And is it so? Yes, if the heart with its sad thoughts 

could blend 
A thought of Jesus, and would ask that Jesus for its 

friend. 
Methinks, could heavenly bosom sigh or heavenly eye 

grow dim 
With tears, while gazing on this earth, one would be 

shed by Him ! 
He who could die to save a world from dark and long 

despair, 
Oh ! surely He will listen to the mourner's heartfelt 

prayer ! 
Dear Lord, if all things pass away, if all my heart 

has loved 
With deep and trusting tenderness, must shortly be 

removed. 



CHATSWOBTH AND HADDON HALL. 13 

If all the beauties of Thine hand which now delight 

mine eye, 
If all the earthly hopes that spring within my breast 

must die, 
If all beneath the sun must change, and every joy 

that beams, 
Oh, Sayiour! rouse my earth-bound soul from these 

delirious dreams ! 
Oh ! draw my wandering heart to heaven, and fill it 

with Thy love. 
Be Thou my Father and my all, and make my home 

above! 
Let not a world so beautiful hold back my heart from 

Thee, 
But teach me that, though bright and fair, 'tis full 

■ of misery :— 
Yea, teach me, teach me, dearest Lord, and bring 

me to Thy throne. 
E'en though it be through trials deep, to worship Thee 

(done f 
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BEAUTIFUL FLOWERS. 

Beautiful flowers ! ye have smiled on me 
In the day of my deep adversity ! 
Ye have flung around me a blessed spell-^ 
Oh, beautiful flowers, I love ye well ! 

Your bloom and your beauty, your sweet perfume, 
Alike have been with me in joy or gloom; 
Ye have not changed, ye smile cheeringly yet 
On the heart with sorrow and care beset. 

Say, beautiful flowers ! who brought ye here 
To gladden mine eyes and my heart to cheer 1 
One whose loving-kindness has never tired 
Of bringing ye to me, ye much admired. 

There is not a gift which that band e'er brings 
Dearer to me than those exquisite things; 
There's a memory 'twined with each tiny leaf, 
That I would not for gold or honour give. 



THE BiOBSBlCAID. 1 5 

Beautiful jQowers ! ye have taught my heart 
A lesson, from which it must never part — 
The Power that so gracefully clothed you 
Will guard me, and love me, and keep me too 1 

Beautiful flowers ! may the giver be 
As bright and as glad and as pure as ye ; 
Ye have not changed in my changing hours ; — 
Therefore I love ye, beautiful flowers ! 



THE BRIDESMAID. 

How lonely is the bridesmaid's heart, 

How desolated now 1 — 
The tears so long, so well restrained, 

Now fast and freely flow ! 
The vows are told, the bride is gone, 
And henceforth she must stand alone ! 

She would not, ere tbe bride had passed 
From that sweet home away. 



1 6 TflS BBIDEaiLLID. 

Unlock the heavy tide of grief, 

And let it have its sway— 
Lest it should doad their new-born joy. 
And their young happiness destroy. 

She does not. see the festive throng, 

The bridal party there, 
She only sees thcMse loving eyes, 

That brow so calm and fair! — 
Oh ! Fancy sees that gentle flEice, 
And feels again that last embrace 1 

Her thoughts are gone away to years 
Passed sweetly side by side ! — 

/ would not check thy gushing tears 
Shed for the absent bride : 

No ! I would rather weep with thee. 

My truest, deepest sympathy. 

No ! I would rather blend with thine, 
My yearning, heart-felt prayer, 

That God's best blessings may descend 
Upon the bridal pair! 

And may He soothe thy rising fears, 

And wipe away thy burning tears ! 



OH, DBOOP THOU NOT. 17 

And may He from thy pathway chase 

This shade of sorrow's night, 
And quickly may ihy pensive &ce 

Resume its own soft light — 
Then, with a sister's loving pride, 
Snule all thy blessings on the bride ! 



OH I DEOOP THOU NOT. 

" Oh ! droop thou not 1 I could not bear to part 
With the young idol of my bursting heart ! 
Smile, dearest, smile, thy brow and eye are sad. 
My heart is torn, my brain is weU-nigh mad. 

" Oh ! droop thou notl Away that hectic glow; 
Away, that too bright gaze — that sigh of woe ! 
Such have been looked upon full oft before. 
By hearts that felt earth's hopes were nearly o'er. 



18 OH, DBOOP THOU NOT. 

'^ Oh ! droop thou not ! for this wide world would be 
A weary void, — a des^ without thee! 
Thou must not die ! thou art the only thing 
To which my soul with its deep love doth cling. 

'* Oh ! droop thou not ! but live ! and every dream, 
That Love can picture, round thy path shall beam ! 
Each watchful care Love only can bestow ! 
I know thou wilt not leave me, dearest; no. 

" Oh ! droop thou not ! think of the joys of yore ! 
Think of the blissful hours, lovfe, yet in store ! 
I see, I feel, I know it from thine eye — 
Its ardent gaze, — oh, no, thou wilt not die ! 

'' Oh ! droop thou not ! No, no, I have no fear ! 
This is a foolish, an unbidden tear. 
Away! thou wilt not die; the birds and flowers 
Shall cheer us both again in summer hours I " 

'Twas thus a maiden sang: but Death, ere long, 
Ended the hopes she poui'd in trembling song; 
And still she lived as those have lived before. 
Who felt the world for them had joy no more. 



ON THE DEATH OF A YOUNG WIFE. 19 



ON THE DEATH OF A YOUNG WIFE. 

At last they left him ! Then he came, with all his 

depth, of gloom, 
And entered, silently and sad, the desolated room ; 
He stood, but dared not nose the veil from off that 

gentle face. 
Although he yearned yet once again each feature 

dear to trace. 
He yearned to do it ! but his hand was pressed upon 

his brow, 

Which burned with thoughts of what she had been, 

and what she was now ! 
Nearer he drew, at length, and bent in anguish o'er 

the bed. 
He raised the cover, and he gazed, — but spoke not, — 

she was dead! 

He spoke not, wept not, but he gazed; and floating 

through his brain, 
Came every look of gentle love, like lightening back 

again ! 



80 ON TBB DEATH OF A YOUNO WIFE. 

And every word, and every tone of that beloved voice, 

Which had been music to his ear, and made his heart 
rejoice^ 

Their early days, when he had won her pure and 
girlish love. 

When she was treasured in his heart all earthly 
things above. 

And those young days, with all their light and glad- 
ness, now were fled; 

He spoke not, wept not, but he gazed and trembled — 
she was dead! 



He trembled I 'twas the moving of the burden on his soul. 

And tears at last came gushing forth, wild and be- 
yond control : 

A scene rose up to memory, fiill of promise and of 
pride, 

Of days when first she cheer'd his home, his beautiful, 
his bride 1 

He turned; the sight of that cold form was more 
than he could bear ! 

Where was the smile that beamed on him so kindly? 
where, oh where? 



ON THE DEATH OF A TOUNO WIFE. 21 

It seemed as though a thunder stroke had fidlen on 

his head! 
His dear, his idolized young wife was silent! she was 

dead! 

Again he thought of every look of hers^ and every 

tone — 
There had not been a word ungentle in them — and 

his own 
Had all been kind. Well, though the dream so bright 

was sadly brief, 
He had been kind to her through all; and this was 

some relief. 
Once more he turned and gazed again, and held that 

hand in his, 
Which had been clasped in moments past, so different 

from this 1 
A shudder wild crept o'er his frame ; — how had those 

moments sped ! 
He wept in silent agony ! he wept, for the vkm dead! 

At last they laid her in the grave, and not until that hour 
Was felt his loneliness with aU its force and aU its 
power! 



22 THB widow's pbatbr. 

Till then his eye could rest upon that cold unconscious 

brow, 
The knowledge of his loneliness came fully on him 

now! 
And heartfelt tears came streaming forth, like floods 

of winter rain ; 
That blessed dream of early life could never come 

again ! 
He stood beside that grave with broken heart and 

aching head ! 
There was not one to gladden him, not one, for she 

was dead! 



THE WIDOW'S PBAYER. 

Oh 1 spare this precious life, this cherished thing. 
To which my burning deep aflfections ding, 

With frenzied power! 
Bid the calm look return to that fair brow, 
Grant, Lord, the blessed boon I ask thee now : 

I seek no more. 



MY FATHER. 23 

Shed a bright healthful glow, and not the bloom, 
So like a whisper from the darksome tomb, — 

Bid it depart! 
If such, my blessed Qod, should be Thy will, 
Oh ! spare him ! spare my earthly treasure still . 

To cheer my heart. 



MY FATHER 

Who loved me ere mine eye could trace 
The love-look in his dear l»ight face? 
Who gave me in his heart a place 1 

My father. 

Who watched me with a joyful pride, 
When first my little footsteps tried 
To reach, " all, all alone/' his sidel 

My father. 
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Who amg me, hoar bj hoar, the song, 
Miuie to me^ beoune he 8mi|^ 
Then tn^ it to my fiaping tongoef 

Myfrtho-. 

Who nerer wearied, never tired. 
Who gave me all my heart dedied. 
And more than ever heart reqnuedt 

,My &ther. 

Who, when my path was overcast, 
And darkneas came npon me &st, 
Who soothed when sLckness came at last) 

My father. 

Who smoothed my pillow, bathed my brow, 
With touch as soft as woman's now, 
Whose tears, though checked, would often flow] 

My &ther*s. 

Who loved my loved one/ deeply, well, 
More than his tongue could ever tell. 
Who owned his presence was a spelll 

My father. 



MY FATBEB. 25 

Who trembled when the bright day came, 
When I must change his honoured name. 
When I must leave my early home? 

My father. 

Who, though he loved vs bo, and tried 
To smile his blessings on.tiie bride, 
Wept tears of angaish by our side? 

My father. 

But oh ! whose love, when that sweet spring 
Of life for ever took the wing, 
Still blessed, when earth no hope could bring? 

My father's. 

Who patched beside' fAa^ dying bed! 
Who helped to soothe that Ufeary head I 
Who stood by me when daylight fled? 

My father. 

Oh ! how I love liim for the care 

He showed my heart's young idol there ! 

His tireless love, his watcli) his prayer! 

My father, 
c 



26 MT FATHES. 

I knew not all his love till then, 
Who called me all his own again, 
And strove to cheer me I oh, how vain ! 

My father. 

Who took my little orphan child, 
And smiled on her.as he had smiled 
On me, with look as calm and mild) 

My father. 

Who gently smooths her shining hair, 
And thinks her £sM;e so passing fair, 
Because he sees hevfaiker there ^ 

My father. 

And she shall learn to bless thu yet-^ 
Perchance when my life's snn has set, 
And Death has hush'd my wild regret ! 

My father. 

Qod grant that cur young child may be 
More than thine own has been to thee, 
And thus repay thy love to me 1 

My father. 
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TO E. P., ON THE DEATH OF HER 

MOTHER 

Dearest Ellen, do not weep, 

All her earthly toil is o'er ; 
She has passed o'er Jordan's deep, 

She shall know a pang no more. 
See ! she leans upon His breast, 
Who took her to eternal rest ! 

Weep not^ Ellen, stay the sigb, 
Wipe away the starting tear; 

We, and all on earth must die, 
Nothing, nothing, lingers here — 

Though in heaven, thy mother will 

Qnatd and watch thee fondly still. 

Yes ! thou hast a load to bear, 
Ah ! I know and feel it too ; 

But in sorrow breathe thy prayer 
To the Mercifvd and True, — 



2B TO E. p., ON THE DEATH OF HER MOTHER. 

He will make thy burden light, 
He will cheer this darksome night ! 

Tell thy sorrows to the Lord, 
He will listen to thy cry; 

Take thou comfort from His word, 
Well He hears the mourner's sigh. 

Yes ! our blessed " Jesus wept " 

By the grave where Lazarus slept! 

Murmur not, nor dare repine — 
He who gave the crushing blow 

Dealt it with a hand Divine, 
He decreed, and it was so ! — 

'Twas a Father's will decreed 

That thy spirit thv4 should bleed. 

And the wounds which thou dost feel, 
None can soothe but He who gave; 

Go to Him ! for He will heal^ 
Fly to Him, for He vnU save — 

He will wash thee in the Blood, 

Reconcile thee with thy God. 



THE DREAM. 29 

Serve Him, worship Him below ; 

And when this hriei life is past, 
Sheltered from each earthly foe, 

Thou shalt dwell in heaven at last ! 
Fly to Him, and He will be 
Father, Comforter to thee I 

Then thy mother thou shalt meet, 
Free from care and free from pain ; 

Ellen ! at your Saviour's feet, 
Ye shall meet^ nor part again ! 

Yes, this life will soon be o'er, 

Ye shall meet to part no more ! 



THE DREAM. 

They say I have a prophet's gift, 
But oh ! it is a fearful thing 

To have the future damp the glow 
And beauty of life's early spring ! 



30 THE DBEAH. 

My childhood's home was bright and fair. 
And loving eyes were bent on me ; 

Yet, though the Spoiler came not there, 
I never knew of childhood's glee. 

A feeling I conld not define, 
A shadow all unlike my years, 

Would cloud that sad young brow of mine, 
And fill my in&nt eyes with tears. 

I never was a happy child ; 

When children bade me join their play, 
Soon I would leave their laughter wild, 

And steal to some still spot away 1 

And there would build a fimcy-world, 
And people it at my yoxmg will ! 

And onward, onward, onward go. 
And search into the future still ! 

Fair as my childhood youth did dawn. 
And loving hearts were with me then ! 

And one above them all was mine — 
Could I then drink in grief again? 



Tint DKBAir. 31 

Like all things beautiful he was, 

Like all things bright and happy too ! — 

A glorious sunbeam that could pierce 
E^en my wild spirits* darkness through. 

He was an idol ! — all my heart 
Was my young idol's temple-shrine ; 

I knew I worshipped — wildly knew, 
And trembled for such guilt of mine. 

For many years I leaned my head 
Upon bis pure and joyous breast; 

And though my happiness wtafuU, 
My spirit never was at red ! 

It was away, away, away ! 

Meeting-the future's heavy cloud ; 
And though, on a true heart I lay, 

My own with nameless fear was bowed. 

I dreamed I was alone ! upon 

A dirk and dismal wintry wild! 
And in my weary arms I held 

A fair, but fatherless, young child ! 



32 THE DBEAM. 

Long after this, I stood his bride 
Before the altar; and no care 

Was written on my idol's brow. 
All, all was peace and beauty there ! 

I looked up in those eyes of blue, 
And fain did wish my future life 

Might be oa beautiful and true ; 
For oh ! I was a happy wife ! 

We had no fear, w^ had no thought 
Of what our coming days might be : 

Our present was all beauty*fraught, 
He was all earth and heaven to me i 

Again I dreamed I was alone ! 

Upon a dark and weary wild! 
Close to my breaking heart I held 

The same fair, &therless young child I 

It passed! for I had told my dream, 
And he had soothed my fears away 1 

The present did so blissful seem, 
He was all sunshine, brightness, day. 



r 



THB DBEAM. 33 

I pressed our baby to my heart, 

Her father kissed and blessed her too. 

And, closer linked than they had been, 
Oar spirits daily, hourly grew 1 

But soon I saw my idol droop, 

And watched, unwearied, day and night; 
I saw the hectic fever's hue ! 

And felt the Spoiler's fearfiil blight ! 

We watched him long, — ^but all ib vain ! 

We gathered softly round his bed ; 
He never calmed my grief again, 

Nor blessed me more, for he was dead! 

And oh ! how ofb since then Pve wished 
For rest, which only death can give ! 

'Tis fearful when the heart is dead, 
Oh ! fearful that tve stUl can live I 

For now I am indeed alone ! 

This world it is a weary wild ; 
And on my broken heart there rests 

My poor, my fatherless young child ! 
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LINES ON THE BIRTH OF MY SISTER. 

Welcome, sweet baby, to oar home; 

Welcome to this fond heart : 
And art thou, gentle stranger, oome 

To take in life thy part. 

It is a weary world, bright flower ! 

But mayst thou never know 
Of darkness on life's morning hours, 

Of unshared hopes or woe. 

Thou beauteous babe ! thou fairy thing ! 

Thy sister's heart shall be 
A home to which thine own may cling — 

A resting-place for thee. 

My sister 1 oh^ what mufdc dwells 

In such a name as this 1 
Of trust, and clinging love it tells 

Of sympathy and bliss. 
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IVe felt alone, sweet babe, alone! 

Pve wept when none have heard ; 
My weary spirit poured to none 

A sad complaining word. 

I gaze upon thine infiint brow, 

I dash away my tears; 
I dream not of past sorrow now, 

I think of coming years. 

I feel no more alone, dear babe, 

I thank the Qod of Heaven, 
That he unto my lonely heart 

So dear a boon hath given. 

Sweet star, my hopes of thee are bright, 

My dreams of thee are glad ; 
Less keenly now I feel the blight 

That left my heart so sad. 

The future days ! our darling babe. 

May He who reigns above 
Spare thee to feel the untiring strength 

Of thy fond sister's love. 
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»> 



"PRAY FOR MEl" 

Yes ! I will pray for thee 

Upon the mountain's brow, 
Far by the murmuring sea, 

For thou art lonely now ! 

And I will pray that soon 
This hopeless, burning tide, — 

This love of thy life's noon 
May quickly pass aside! 

Oh ! I can feel for thee, 

Alas ! for I have known 
How deep the anguish is 

To stand in life alone 1 

Ttoice was my spirit bowed, — 
Two shadows have been spread ! 

The grief was deep — not loud — 

That mourned the changed and dead I 
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But now I calmly rest, 

For sorrow is asleep ! 
Hushed on a Saviour's breast, 

My heart foigets to weep ! 

There is no hope for thee, 

Thy earthly love is vain, — 
And now, as once in me, 

It racks thy heart and brain ! 

Yet for thee I wiU pray. 

And praying, will believe 
The storm shall pass away, 

And Qod His comfort give. 

Oh ! there is hope for thee, 

Far beyond earthly price; 
The same for thee as me — 

It cheered my pathway twice. 

Then, oh ! my earnest prayer 

To God, our God, shall be, 
That He thy grief may share, 

That He may comfort thee. 
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Best in His love. His strength, 
Though doads and tears are thine, 

A cahn will come at length ; 
Thy grief shall sleep like mine. 



HOPE ON! 

Hope on, though heavy clouds are o'er thee, 
Though all is dark and dim before thee. 
Though every earthly tie be riven, 
Still keep thine eye of faith on Heaven. 

Hope on ! hope on ! 

Hope on, though sometimes tears may start ! 
Hope on, though thorns may pierce thine heart ! 
He who inflicts each grief and care 
Inflicts no more than thou canst bear. 

Hope on I hope on ! 
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Hope OD, through all the thorny way 
Of life, for soon a brighter day 
Will dawn, when tears no more shall dim 
Thine eyes, for thou shalt reign with Him ! 

Hope on ! hope on ! 

Hope on, still trusting in His name, 
Who> while on earth, endured the same; 
Despair not, though with grief opprest, 
Remember, "Thia is not your rest.*' 

Hope on! hope on I 

Hope on, nor o*er thy sorrows brood, 
Still trust in Christ, the Great, the Good; 
Think of His grace, and thou wilt see, 
" He chasteneth, for He loveth thee!" 

Hope ou ! hope on f 

Hope on, for shortly thou shidt sing 
The Conqueror's song before the King; 
Thy woes, thy trials, will be o'er, 
When thou shalt land on Canaan's shore ! 

Hope on ! hope on ! 
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THE FLOWER, THE BARK, AND STAR. 

My soul had never known a care when first 

Wild fancy formed for it a garden bright 

And gay, and smiling 'neath a summer sky, 

And all that garden's flowers were fondly watched, 

Yet one there was, dearer than all the rest 

It was a gentle floVret, and the storm 

Would often bend it to the ground, but still 

It would arise and beam on me again. 

It was a pale, young flower, and in its smile 

There was a pensiveness that won my love. 

At length, ah ! one by one, they faded, till 

The last, the cherished one, too, fled ! and in 

The deep recesses pf my heart I lock'd 

Its perfume up! 

There was a fair slight bark 
Upon imagination's summer sea; 
And its smooth track was ever and anon 
Followed by love's deep, watchful, anxious eye. 
There were few other barks I cared for, for 
My spirit had grown sad, and clung alone 
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To that one fairy thing I A storm arose. 
Still, still, the gentle bark danced o'er the waves, 
Until they rose like mountains; then it sank 
Beneath them, and retamed no more I 

A star, 
A lonely, yet a bright one, then appeared; 
Ay ! e'en more lovely than the flower had been I 
More solitary than the summer baik I 
There had been other flowers to bloom around 
My early lost one, and the bark was nigh 
To other barks, e'en though they could not save 
When the wild storm arose. But oh, the star! 
The star ! it was alone upon a dark 
And midnight sky. It claimed my pity more 
Than all the rest had done : U was alone/ 
It asked my love, and won my worship^ and 
Became my idol! Other dreams had fled, 
And why should this one stay? Why this, e'en though 
Tlie dearest of the dear ones, why should it 
Eemain to gladden me ? A cloud approached. 
My gaze grew more and more intent : I thought 
It would have pierced the very doud to gain 
Another and a parting glance. I saw 
The star no more \ 
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Ib it not ever thus? 
The humaD heart must have a thing to love, 
To call its own, — ^a gem to hide within 
Its deepest cell, — a hope to feed upon 
la secret and in silence ; and whene'er 
Its idol leaves it, then it droops and mourns 
Until its very grief is dear, until 
Its loneliness is loved I 

Tis thus with mine — 
The dreams of youth, so much like truth, the hopes 
So dear, the forms so faiiy-like, have fled I 
But oh, its grief, its nurtured loneliness 
Still clings around it ! 



TO MY BROTHER, 

Thou wilt not leave me, dearest? No ! 

As our sweet brother did; 
Or like our gentle sister's form. 

In the dark grave be hid. 
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There have been four of us; bat now, 

. Alas, there are but two ! 
But two on earth, oh, surely thou 
Wilt not be tak^n too i 

I gaze upon thy fak young form, 

And in thy clear blue eye; 
They were as lovely and as bright, 

But yet I saw them die. 

Thou must not leave me, for the world 

Would crush my spirit down 
With weight of living agony, 

If I were left alone. 

Oh ! Maker of the earth and sky, 

Let this beloved one stay; 
Two are in heaven with Thee, but oh! 

Take not the last away ! 

There are but two of us, O God ! 

• 

And round him clings my heart ; 
Use not again Thy chastening rod, 
Bat say, "Ye shall not part!" 
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THE MOTHEE'S POKTBAIT. 

Those holy eyes ! those holy eyes ! 

Bent fondly on the wanderer's brow ! 
They soothe his sorrows as they rise, 

They calm his weary spirit now ! 

« 
Oh ! blessed art, that thus can give 

The absent to our yearning gaze ! 
While tireless memory will live 

Again, o'er scenes of brighter days. 

But once I saw that lovely face, 
Yet in my dreams it rose again; 

And busy fancy loved to trace 

What had been, and what might he then. 

I saw the wanderer sit alone. 

So silent in that quiet room. 
And gaze on that belovM one, 

Till every thought was wrapped in gloom. 
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Back, back his weary spirit fiies 

To when he was a little child ! 

Again on that loved breast he lies, 

And hears her voice, so calm and mild. 
< 

And when a wild and wayward boy, 
Her loving words were still the same ; 

In health or sickness, grief or joy, 
Oh, mother I hallowed is thy name! 

Of all who loved him in those days — 
Now gone for ever — none like thipe ! 

What pen shall tell a mother's praise? 
So changeless, holy, and divine ! 

No storm can touch it, and no cloud 
Can dim its lustre one brief hour ; 

Her love above each tempest loud 

Is heard with its soul-soothing power ! 

Some hearts are changed, and some are dead. 
The world's breath may have tainted some ! 

And hopes that were the brightest, fled 
For ever from his heart and home. 
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Bat not her love ! oh, that hath been 
A star, when dark was his life's sky I 

When wild and wintry was the scene. 
It stood unaltered, calmly by ! 

I knew that all had not been joy, 
Nor life one long bright summer day ; 

His dreams of bliss had known alloy, 
His earthly hopes had passed away. 

I read it on his brow, I knew 
, Peace was not all engraven there. 
But struggles neither small nor few. 
That heart and brow had had to bear. 

Still, still, bright picture, he will gaze 
With upturned brow and tearful eye. 

And memory treasure well the days 
When thine original was nigh. 



His mother I— oh, but it is well! 

Each sorrow hath been sanctified ! 
Around him, Hope hath cast her spell, 

And heaven is his, — ^for Jesus diedl 
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And now he kno¥rs that they shall meet, 

When this life's feverish dream is o'er, 

And bending at the Saviour's feet, 

Together wonder and adore ! 
* * * « 

Wanderer, gaze on! those holy eyes 
Will bear thy earth-tired spirit up; 

A world of power within them lies, 
To help thee drink life's bitter cup ! 



THEY THINK I FOEGET THEK 

Thby think I forget thee, 

They see I am calm, 
They believe that thy presence 

Has lost its first chann. 

They hear me address thee, — 
My words they are cold, 

And they bear not the tremor 
That marked them of old. 
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And for this they believe 
That our hearts are estranged. 

That the love of onr jonng yean 
To coldness is changed ! 

Well! let «Am beHeve it, 
But do not ihou deem 

That I am for one moment 
What now I must seem. 

The lip may be smiling^ 
The eye may be bright, — 

While the spirit is pining 
In ruin and blight 

I love thee I not wildly. 
But deeply and well. 

As I loved thee in past years, — 
Yet bid thee fiftrewell. 



TO MT SISTBR. 49 



TO MY SISTER 

Oh ! when I think of what has been. 

But must not be again, 
And know the dreams of early yonth 

And happy life are vain. 

The sigh toUl rise, the tear will start, 

The shadow pass my brow. 
Spite of each effort of my heart — 

Yet am I lonely now I 

No ! thou art with me, gentle child, 

My sister, thou art near; 
My thoughts are now no longer wild, — 

Calmed, hushed, are every fear. 

Oh ! none can tell how deep, how kind 

Such love as mine may be; 
Who has not all on earth resigned 

For one bright flower like thee I 
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I will not weep ! — away my tears ! 

Away my heart's distress ! — 
Away the agonizing fears 

That on my spirit press ! 

My baby-sister, now, thon'rt come, 

My dearest aim shall be 
To make on earth a happier home, 

And smoother path for ihee. 



ON THE DEATH OF AN AGED CHRISTIAN 

LADY. 

Life's feverish dream is over^ no more that gentle 
brow 

Shall be opprest by anxions thought, or pain's dark 
impress now ! 

Oil! who shall paint thine entrance in a land of 
ceaseless rest? 

Who wish thee back to earth again from thy Re- 
deemer's breast) 
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Long was life's path, and weary oft and lonely, too, 

for years — 
A widoVs lot, alas ! was thine — thine were a widow*s 

tears! 
But the widow's Gk>d had tempered the storm and 

wind, and He 
Had made thy children, each and all, rich blessings 

nnto thee ! 
And oh, they monm thine absence now, they weep, 

for nature will ! 
For none again thy vacant place on earth can ever 

mi! 

None with a love like thine, so true through weal or 

woe, can bless, 
None like thee share in all their joy, or soothe their 

loneliness. 
They weep, sweet spirit, o'er their loss, yet joy o'er tby 

great gain!— 
No fears, no anxious doubts are thine, no sorrow now, 

nor pain ; 
For thou art dwelling with the Lamb— an angel, 

clothed in white, 
No tears, no suffering moments now, no darkness 

there, nor night ! 
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Earth's ties are re-united, her most holy, dearest, 

best, 
The hasband of thy youth is there, to share thy death- 
less rest ! 
Who shall describe that meeting? None ! — no mortal 

tongue can tell 
The bliss ecstatic that ye knew, who loved through 

life so well ! 
Yet do they mourn, bright spirit, for dear memories 

throng. 
Around each heart, so often now, of years departed 

long! 
But could they see the gladness and the glory on that 

brow — 
A week ago so sorrow-prest^ so calm and radiant 

now! — 
How would each thankful heart rejoice, that thy frail 

bark at last 
Has reached its haven and its home, all storm and 

tempest past ! 
They must not mourn, sweet spirit^ oh, they must 

hot weep for thee 1 
For but a little little while, this parting-woe will 
be. 
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Not lost, bnt goDie awhile before, redeemed by Jesus' 

blood, 
Ob ! they must cling to earth no more, but lean upon 

thy God ; 
For if iky God is thews^ thy rest, thy home shall be 

theirs too ! 
He'll lead them o'er life's rugged path and death's 

dark valley through. 
And oh ! the glad glad meeting then, when each the 

race has run ! 
A family unbroken there, with God and Christ His 

Son. 



'TWAS NOT UNSOUGHT. 

'TwAS not unsought ! or else these tears 

Had been less bitter now; 
'Twas not unsought, or else these fears 

Had shadowed not my brow. 



5i fVE LOVBLY DBEAMS. 

Thy smile! oh! how shkll words express 

The meaning it conveyed ! 
How shall my burning heart confess 

AU that thine eye hath said! 

Had my affection been unasked, 
It had not glowed for thee, 

Or 'neath a smiling brow been masked 
Until my heart was free. 

But 'twas thy love first won my heart, 
And left its impress there; 

And now it never may depart, 
Though blighted by despair. 



rVE LOVELY DREAMS. 

I've lovely dreams and beautiful come thronging p'er 

my brain, 
And when I wake to cold, dull life, I fain would 

sleep again; 
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Sometiines I see the ocean, and the prond high 

mountain wave 
I rise o'er, and with ecstasy each unknown danger 

brave; 
I fly o'er rocky mountains with such speed, and it 

doth seem 
A wild, subHme reaHty, and not a passing dream. 

Sometimes I hear soft music, and melodious voices fill 
My ear with songs of dreamland, through my inmost 

* soul they thrilL 
Oh! softly as the sun-light on the prisoner's cell 

comes down. 
Come loved and loving echoes firom hearts fervent as 

my own; 
And voices breathe soft murmuring words to me before 

we part — 
The words of gentleness and love, the music of the 

heart! 

These voices come from forms which wreathe my 
happy brow with flowers, • 

And love me with a love like mine thro' summer's 
ceaseless hours, 
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For winter never enters in my dreams; all, all is 

gay, 

And with beloved and loving ones the moments passi 
away; 

And flowers, sweet flowers are blooming bright, un- 
sullied, fresh, and fair, 

Shedding their perfume all around upon the balmy 
air. 

But I waken to a weary world, my spirit yearns in 

vain • 

For real, deep affection; so I long to dream 

again! 
I think my heart would break if sleep had pictures 

such as life, 
So full of shattered idols, and so blent with grief 

and strife. 
Oh ! for the shores of dreamland bright ! but such are 

never given, 
The only home, where Love can live for ever, is in 

heaven ! 
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TO,M. E. H. 

Oh ! none can tell how very dear 

These flowrets are to me ! 
Just fpv themselves, then how much more, 

Because a gift from thee. 

From thee, dear Ellen ! vain are words; 

Too feebly they express 
The thoughts of love and gratitude 

Which on the fiill heart press. 

Oh ! may thy lot be like these flowers, 

No thorn around it grow ! 
All bright and sunny be thy hours. 

May they no shadow know ! 

And may the Qod who tended them, 
Guard thee, and make thee blest; 

And when thy ties with life shall end, 
In Heaven may'st thou find rest. 

E 
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TO THE SAME. 

God bless thee, Ellen, for the love 
Which thou hast shown for me ; 

For all the kindness, warm and true, 
Which I have seen in thee ! 

Would, would that I could meetly touch 

The chords (so deep within) 
Of harmony; but, dearest, how, 

Oh! how shall I begin? 

'Tis vain ! I cannot fitly sing, 

I feel I cannot tell 
The burning thoughts which round me cling, 

And in my bosom sweU. 

I've thought of all thy love and care, 

How tireless and how long ! 
And often strove when none were near. 

To pour my thanks in song. 
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WouM they were worthy for thine eyes 

To gaze upon, sweet friend ! 
Yet loving hearts do not despise 

The lays which love doth send. 

Gk>d hless thee, Ellen, I have said, 

My words are all too weak; 
The tear that trembles in mine eye, 

Best, best my heart can speaL 



BRIDAL LINES. 

Hush ! 'tis the bridal mom; wherefore, then, tears ! 
Smile over hopes new-bom, cast away fears. 

Seel the bride weepeth now. 

Grief doads her burning brow ! 

And as her tears flow fast, 

Memory lives o'er the past. 
Now she remembers times, distant yet clear, 
Scenes of her dark young days I but oh ! how dear ! 
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When she was all in all to a young mother, 
When neither dreamed of a love for another. 

'Tis her first dawn of life, 

Early come grief and strife, 

But on a mother's breast 

Nestles her grief to rest ! 
She sees that mother bow'd in life's young spring; 
Widow! is written there, desolate thing! 

Oh ! how her spirit yearns ! 

How her heart's deep love bums ! 

She had been all to her, 

Earth-star and comforter ! 
Bear with the bride awhile, chide not her tears. 
Let her look back upon happier years ! 

Heed not the clouded brow, 

Check not the full heart now ! 

Though her tears fall like rain. 

She will soon smile again ! 
Now memory paints their path sunnier grown, 
And there's another's love, deep as their own ; 

And as he comes to bless 

Her, no more fatherless, 

She feels how years have sped 

Fast o'er her sheltered head. 
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Oh ! how she loves him, for kindness and care 
Shewed for her mother, who smiles again there ! 

Fair scenes rise quickly then, 

Glad is their home again; 

Though her tears still may fall, 

Qod*s hand she sees in all ! 
Oh ! but their love hath been changeless and true ! — 
That which she seeketh, though precious, is new ! 

Will he be like them, say, 

Through life's oft-changing way? 

Yes ! her heart tells her yes. 

He vfUl protect and bless ! 
And my heart prays, that whatever betide, 
God bless thee and keep thee, thou fair young bride. 



THE IDOL'S GRAVE. 

I SAW her bending o'er the grave 
Of one she would have died to save ; 
And burning thoughts consumed her brain, 
For youth's bright dream had all been vain ! 
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In early childhood they had played 

Together 'neath the hawthorn's shade^ 

And twined bright wreaths of summer flowers 

Together in those sunny honrs. 

And when sweet childhood passed away. 

And with it merry childhood's play, 

Together by the murm'ring rill 

They wandered fondly, — ^fidthfal stilL 

And he was such as woman's heart 

Might cherish till its life depart; 

One on whom woman's love might be 

Poured with its deepest constancy 1 

For he was noble, tender, kind, — 

His was a mighty soaring mind; 

And lofty thoughts glowed in his breast, 

And day and night his soul possessed. 

And she was fair, and young, and mild, 

And trusting as a sinless child ; 

And she would listen to his voice, 

Till every feeling would rejoice ! 

Yes ! gentle, beautiful was she. 

Who loved him to idolatry I 

Daily he wandered by her side — 

His heart's best joy, his promised bride ! 
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He painted scenes of fature bliss, 
When she should be his— only his ! 
They never breathed a mournful sigh, 
Nor dreamed earth's best beloved could die. 
The fairy dream was ever new ! 
So bright, so pleasing, — so untrue! 

At length, by slow but sure degrees, 
Upon his frame there stole disease ; 
Fatal disease ! consumption laid 
Her hand upon her victim's head ! 
Still, no dark shadow crossed their brain, 
They loved I — nor yet believed it vain. 
A Warm and living stream their trust ! 
Their ^uls* deep worship poured on dust ! 
Vain w^ the truth by long years tried — 
He lingered, languished, drooped, and died ! 

I saw her kneeling, — ^but no prayer 
Escaped those lips, mute with despair : 
She knelt, and all the hopes of years. 
Hid in that grave, were bathed with tears. 
Day passed! and where her loved one slept 
She lingered, but no longer wept : 
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Hor brain was maddened, and her brow 

Throbbed with the heart's worst angnish now. 

Her early visions all had flown, 

She felt forsaken and alone; 

They took her to the circle gay, 

To chase her agony away ; 

They twined with pearls her shining hair, 

And bound with flowers the brow of care. 

She heeded not the blooming bowers, 

So dear to her in childhood's hours. 

Their beaming beauty now was o*er; 

The song of bright birds charmed no more; 

No music filled the summer air, — 

All, all was changed — he was not there! 

The light of her young life had fled, 

Her heart was with the silent dead. 

She left the scenes of noise and strife. 

The haimts of gay and happy life, 

And knelt again beside his tomb, — 

His sleeping bed — ^his last long home! 

Her hands were dasped, her eyes were raised 
And on the midnight heavens she gazed : 
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Then passed away her soul's despair, 
Her spirit poured itself in prayer ! 
Then wearied nature, while she wept, 
Bowed that young form — the mourner slept ! 
And while Heaven's glory on her beamed, 
Once more on earth the sleeper dreamed i-r- 
A form descended from the sky, 
And to the sorrowing one drew nigh; 
She bent on him her earnest gaze — 
'Twas he ! the love of other days ! 
He sweetly smiled, then silence broke, — 
In tones of melody he spoke : — 
" I come ! and though it was denied 
That thou on earth shouldst be my bride^ 
I come, and at my Lord's command. 
To lead thee to ' the better land ! ' 
Come quickly, dearest, and no more 
Thy heart with sorrow shall flow o'er." 
Then through the air two spirits soared. 
And they were welcomed by their Lord. 

The morning dawned, a corpse she lay 
Upon a little mound of clay; 
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A smile wto on her pale cold face, 

For she had found a resting-place ! 

Within a coffin she was laid, 

And flowers she loved were round her spread, 

And then they laid her by his side, 

With whom she lived, and loved, and died. 



TO MY UNCLE L., ON HIS WEDDING-DAY. 

Deal gently with her, thou 

Whose heart hath won her own ; 

Deal gently, for her love is thine. 
My uncle, thine alone ! 

A sad unvaried lot 

Till now her life hath been; 
And tears have oft unheeded flown 

Through night's dark hours, I ween. 
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And disappointed hopes, 

And sighs that came uncalled, 
And fears, for her young orphaned life 

In bondage was enthralled. 

No father's care was hers. 

In childhood's early day, 
In youth no mother's gentle lips 

Could kiss her tears away. 

No happy lot was hers 

Until she met with thee, 
Then gushed the fount of feeling forth, 

All bright, unchecked, and free ! 

Her burning brow was laid 

Upon thy truthful breast ; 
Thank Qod, our dove hath found a place 

Where she may safely rest ! 

I know the priceless love 

Which thou for aye has gained ; 
/ know the noble heart and true. 

Thou hast at length obtained. 
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It hath no fear, no doubt, 
She'll watch thee fondly still; 

She'll keep thee as her heart of hearts, 
Through good, and oh 1 through ilL 

Deal gently with her, then, 
Through all this changing life; 

Deal gently, for she is thine own — 
Thy true, thy happy wife! 

Deal gently! for the time 

May come, when ye must part ! 

Ye nmy not both together go, — 
Heart may be torn from heart! 

But oh ! when one is gone. 
Sweet will the memory be, 

Of gentle looks and gentle tones, 
Sweet balm to agony ! 

Then help each other on 
Life's ofben-changing road, 

And point each other to the home 
Of our unerring God ! 
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There we shall meet with Aim, 

Mine own one! gone before! 
And we shall wear eternal smiles, 

For Death shall be no more ! 

My uncle and my aunt, 

Bright happy ones, farewell! 
I may not write my blessings here, 

These tears will better tiell : 

Will better tell of love, 

And wishes breathed in prayer 
To Him who hears me from above. 

And answers back from there ! 



THE BROTHER'S LAMENT. 

We knew that thou wert leaving us, we felt that thou 

must die I 
But little thought the light of life so soon would 

leave thine eye I 
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We thought that thou would'st linger still, for years, 

perhaps, on earth, 
To bless us with thy gentle love, and cheer us with 

thy mirtL 

We saw the fever spot upon thy cheek! we saw the 

light 
Too brightly sparkle in thine eye ! and felt how soon 

the night, — 
The dark, dark night of mourning would envelope us 

in gloom. 
When we should bear thee from our sight, in sorrow, 

to the tomb. 



We felt that thou wert leaving us 1 so when the cold 

winds blew. 
We bore thee to a warmer dime where fair young 

flowrets grew. 
And made bright wreaths of them, and twined them 

in thy golden hair, 
Oh ! Hope was kindled in our hearts I thou wert so 

happy there 1 
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Thy step grew lighter, and the bloom upon thy cheek 
and brow 

Was f&T more healthful, and had lost it fitful gleam- 
ing now; 

Thou didst not think that thou wouldst die, e'en in 
thy weakest hours, 

Thou wert as full of hope and joy as the young 
spring's first flowers ! 

But a change came oyer thee 1 The cold, dark shadow 

came again, 
To dim the brightness of our dream, and tell us hope 

was vain ! 
And not the balmy air of sunny Italy could stay 
The slow disease that was to take the idolized away ! 

We gathered round thy couch, and gazed upon the 

lovely dead! 
And felt the brightest hope that ever gladdened home 

was fled. 
Thou hadst the love of all our hearts, but oh ! it 

could not save 
Our sister from the touch of death, our idol from 

the grave. 
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The grave ! the solitary grave ! far in a foreign land, 
With no loved eye to weep o*er it, and no attentive 

hand 
To deck it with the summer flowers!! oh, would thine 

early tomb 
Had been within thy native land — ^thy desolated 

home! 

It would have been some comfort to have watched it 
at the hour. 

When twilight spreads around its calm and tranquil- 
lizing power; 

But thou art lonely in thy grave, the careless stranger's 
tread 

Will pass above the silent home of our belovid dead ! 

Oh ! when shall we unite again — unite, and part no 

more? 
When shall the bitterness of life, and death, and 

grief be o*er? 
When shall the links be broken that shall set our 

spirits free? 
When shall we soar to heaven, and find our rest, our 

God, and thee? 
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THEY WONDEKED WHY I LOVED THE 

FLOWER. 

They wondered why I loved the flower, 
That bowed its drooping head, 

My rose, my solitary rose, 
When all its bloom was fled ! 

They asked why it should have a place 

More favoured than the rest, 
They bloomed unnoticed in their pride, 

It died upon my breast. 

A stranger's hand had placed them there; 

And lovely though they be, 
They are not half so sweet, so dear. 

As this dead flower to me. 

Eyes beamed with truth and gentleness, 
When it was brought me here. 

And precious and unchanging love, 
Oh 1 therefore, it is dear ! 
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He brought it ! and I love it well, 

This faded little rose, 
It gives a light to all my joys, 

And softens all my woes. 

Their bloom will fade, — ^they will be cast. 

Forgotten, all away; 
But this dead flower will cheer my heart 

Through many a future day. 



REST, WEARY ONE. 

Rest, weary one ! 'twiU soothe, perchance, to tell 
Thee of a love, whose bright and blessed spell 
Has been upon me since my childhood's days ; — 
Then listen, dear one, while I speak its praise : — 
It came, as sunbeams come, all glad and bright. 
And, like thine own young spirit, calm and light. 
But then I did not know its priceless worth, 
How much of heaven it bore, and nought of earth. 
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It came like sunbeams, yet, however bright, 

The sun's warm rays are lost in silent night : 

And the fair sunbeam of this precious love 

No night of darksome sorrow did remove ! 

And shadows came ! but far beyond them shone 

This one sweet beam — my dearest and my own ! 

Cheering for ever, bidding hope live on, 

When every hope, but this of love, was gone ! 

Sorrow and sickness came, and weary hours. 

And then around me bloomed earth's fairest flowers, 

Conveyed by gentle hands to lull the pain 

Of heart and head, and whisper " hope " again ! 

'Twas ever hopeful, ever gay, but when 

My spirit was opprest ! — and then, oh then 

The head would droop, the eye would dim with tears, 

Ob, precious, priceless love of early years ! 

Knowest thou of such a love that could not change, 

That darkest sorrow never did estrange, 

That, like the pure rich sunbeams, still did shine 1 

That love, my beautiful, my own, was thine I 

Then rest thee, wearied one ! for thou hast won 

A love as deep and lasting as thine own ! 

My weary one ! in sorrow's hour most dear. 

Though ever welcome, ever cherished here ! 
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THE SISTER'S LAMENT. 

Thou earnest, Janie, to our hearth. 
To bless us with thy gentle mirth; 
God lent thee for a little while 
To cheer us with thy happy smile ! 

We loved thee, Janie, loved thee well, 
More than our tongues can ever tell I 
Oh ! precious was thy bright young brow ; 
We knew not all our love till now. 

We miss the music of the voice 
That made our yearning hearts rejoice ! 
We miss thy dark eye's flashing light, 
Our own, our beautiful, our bright! 

We saw thee grow a happy thing, 
Like some sweet flower, or bird of spring ! 
Oh ! how, with all thy guileless worth, 
Could we believe thee meet for earth? 
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And yet we would have kept thee here, 
Still from thy native heavenly sphere ; 
Oh ! selfish love ! and was it hard 
To sfee thee go to thy reward 1 

No ! we will only think of thee 
As thou art now — wilt ever be ! 
A blessed spirit, bought with blood ! 
An angel with the Lamb of Gbd. 

God took thee back, and oh, what woe 
He deemed it right our hearts should know ! 
WeVe lost thee, Janie, but our pain — 
Our loss — ^is thine eternal gain ! 

WeVe seen thy little playmate come 
Alone to thy deserted home; 
The burning tear was in her eye, 
She did not dream that thou couldst die. 

She views thy little treasures now 
With bursting heart and clouded brow. 
Oh ! Janie, Janie ! thou art gone. 
Our happy dove, our gleesome one ! 
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We'll tell her of the home that tliou 
Hast reached in perfect safety now : 
In soothing Ellen's bitter grief 
Our own, perchance, may find relief 

Thou caust not come again, but we 
Will all prepare to come to thee ! 
In that blest land, free from all care, 
God grant that we may meet thee there ! 



MEMORY. 

He did not know in after years 

How each dear word would come again 

O'er memory, with undying power 
To calm the tumult of my brain, 

And whisper " Hope," though not of earth, 

But brighter hope of heavenly birth. 
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Four times the summer's sua has shone, 
Four winters now have glided by, 

Since those sweet words fell on my ear, 
Soft as the dying summer's sigh; 

And loving eyes were bent on me, 

To smile away my misery. 

It was an early sorrow ! — joy 

Compared with what I since have known ! 
We stood beside the murm'ring sea, 

With him and God I was alone; 
And slowly grief passed far away. 
My night of woe was tamed to day. 

" m make a joyous home for thee," — 
He spoke in accents earnest, low, — 

''A resting-place for thee and me. 
Nor tears nor sorrow we shall know ! 

Nor storms, nor clouds, nor thorns shall come, 

Unchanging love shall guard our home.*' 

And truly did his tireless care 
Make it a spot of love and rest! 

And while he lingered with me there. 
My loved and loving heart was blest : 
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Full happiness to me was given, 

Then snatched awajl — ^he passed to heaven! 

I do not murmur, though my path 
Tlirough life must now be trod alone ! 

I do not murmur, though I weep 
That he, my beautiful, is gone ! — 

That his young child and I should tread 

So soon the earth that hides our dead ! 

I have a priceless wealth within ; 

For mournful joy it is to me 
To muse upon his looks and tones, 

And all that he has been to me : — 
To know that; though I see him not, 
He guards, perchance, my widowed lot ! 

life may not always be I nay, soon, 
How soon the welcome call may come ! 

Our child and I shall join him yet^ 
And share again a deathless home 1 

Oh 1 lightly fell our Father's rod, 

Since * * sleeps at peace with Qod. 
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A HEART STRUGGLE. 

Oh \ grant her an inheritance 

Among the saints in light ! 
God grant my child an entrance tbere, 

A home with angels bright ! 

Forgive the wild, wild prayer of mine, 
That would have held her back 

From Thee, when sickness paled her brow- 
My flower on life's lone track I 

I could not say ^'Thy will be done!** 
My heart, my brain was wild, 

Life had been desolate and lone 
Without my gentle child ! 

I bow before thee in the dust ! 

I own my error vain ! 
I cast upon Thee all my trust, 

And give her Thee again ! 



82 TO 



Come joy, come sorrow, life or death, 

I yield to thy decree, 
Thou only be my help and strength, — 

My deathless portion be ! 

And grant, Qod I our home may be 
With saints and angels bright; 

Prepare us for an entrance there, 
To reign with Thee in light ! 



TO 



Yes, I will trust in thee! now not in vain. 
Fearlessly trust thee in all things again ! 
Banish that shadow, then, far from thy brow. 
Thou art mine own one, my dearest one now. 

Yes ! I wiU trust in thee — I will do more, 
I will pray for thee, as I prayed of yore; 
He will protect thee, the Strong One will be 
Sufficient in all things, my * *, for thee. 



I LOVED TH£E. 83 

He will be our helper, and He hath the power, 
To shield us from danger in life's darkest hour; 
We*ll seek Him in joy, as we sought Him in pain, 
And nothing shall darken our spirit again. 



I LOVED THEE. 

I LOVED thee when the bloom of health 

Shed roses on thy cheek/ 
When the light of hope beamed in thine eye. 

So beautiful and meek. , 

When thy step was light, thy spirit free, 
And glad thy pure, young mind, 

I loved thee to idolatry, 

So good thou wert and kind ! 

I loved thee when they thronged around, 

Whose love was all thine own. 
For thine eye was kindly bent on me; 

I loved thee! thee alone! 



I loved thee when no shadow came 

To darken that young brow, 
Ere bieath of slander dimmed th; fame : 

I will not leftve tliee now I 

Now that clouds are gathering round thee, 

And sorrows once uuknonru 
Are bowing down thy spirit, love, 

Thon sbalt not be alone. 

I loved thee in thy gladness lon^ 

And now my earnest prayer 
To Heaven shall bo, that thou may'et find 

The rest thou needest there. 



A PRAYEE. 

Seakch me and try me, Qod ! and let my heart 
Be moulded to Thy will ! Perfect the work, 
Tlio glorious work Thou hast begun in me. 
For which I bless Thee, Qod. O loose my heart 
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From earth's entanglements, and let me be 

As Thou wonldst have me. I would bless Thee, God, 

For these desires! They did not always live 

Deep in my heart, but Thou hast bid them rise. 

Fulfil them, Lord ! I plead Thy words, Thine own, — 

" Come unto me, all ye that weary," — come. 

Thou wilt not cast me out! Lord, I am sad 

And weaiy, and I come ! Oh, take me in 

Safe to Thy bleeding side, and let me be 

Perfect, and clean, and holy, — then I'll cry 

With unpresumptuous lips, "My Father 1" Mine! 



LINES ON SEEING MY BABY-SISTEE 
SMILE IN HER SLEEP. 

Bbiqbt are thy slumbers, fisiiry creature, now 1 
Calm is thy sleep, serene thy gentle brow ; 
No shade is on it, as I watch thy sleep, 
And fondly gaze on thee, and gazing, weep. 
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A smile! — And art tkou dreaming? — wbat can be 
A thing to be rememberM by thee? 
What thought of joy can thy young spirit fill? 
My sister, thou art smiling on me still. 

Smiling in sleep ! — no earthly thought is now 
Shedding such light upon thy happy brow ! 
Pure thing! to thee high, holy dreams are given; 
And thou art wandering with the saints in heaven. 

Sleep on, young dreamer; in a world like this 
Too quickly fades away our early bliss ! 
Oh ! tears may dim those eyes so blue, so bright, 
And sorrow touch thee with its withering blight. 

Sleep on, thy sister guards thee ! in her heart 
Thou hast a deep and an unchanging part ; 
That love shall shelter thee in coming years, 
And soothe away thy gentle spirit's fears I 

My own bright flower! bird of my weary breast! 
No earthly thing shall rob thee of thy rest! 
Life is more precious and more dear to me, 
Since I'd a charm to bind me here like thee. 
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A DARK HOUR. 

Nothing is left me now, 
My own poor orphan child, but thou, 
And these wild tears which make my eyes so dim, 
For memory and thou art all I have of him ! 

Well ma/st thou clasp me so ! 

My babe, unconscious of the woe 
That made thee fatherless, and crushed my heart ! 
Oh ! closely, closely cling ! I tremble lest v>e part ! 

Oh ! death ! when shalt thou die, 

I feel thee ever, ever nigh ! 
That scene of deep death-anguish lives again, — 
Again and ever, in my wild and fevered brain. 

They told me time would soothe 
My wasting grief! It was not truth ! 
Death, death, I see thee, feel thy tireless power. 
Oh ! closely memory twines round that tremendous 
hour. 
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Grave ! when wilt thoa restore 

Him I have loved, but clasp no more) 

Dark, cold, and silent, no reply can come; 

Wild, bursting heart, all secret, sealed is the tomb. 

Oh, Qod ! but this is night, 
N'ight on my spirit/ Give Thy light ! 
Ob, chase away this gloom ; — ^this bitter hour 
Has come upon me with a new o'erwhelming power. 

Father, we are alone ! 

Make my poor babe and me, Thine own ! 
Husband and Father be ! and soothe me now, 
For nothing, nothing, Lord, can calm my heart but 

Thou. 

And in Thine own good time. 

Oh ! take us both to that fair clime 

Where sorrow never dwells, nor eyes are dim. 

Oh, God ! imite my child and me again to him ! 
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THE FIBST-BOBN. 

Sweet baby, welcome to this scene of strife, 
To join the battle for eternal life, 
To take thy place among the little band, 
Preparing, training for a better land. 

We hail thine advent ! many a heart and home 
Has tenfol4 gladness now that thou art come ! 
New hopes with thee are bom, new love, new joy, 
Thy parents' first-bom, their beloved boy. 

What shall I wish thee? If the power were mine, 
No shade should ever touch that brow of thine ; 
Health, wealth, and love, and many years should be 
The gifts my hand would shower, sweet child, on thee. 

Ah ! erring human love, for thy dear sake, 

How smooth, how bright we fain life*s path would 

make! 
Forgetting, if the earth gave perfect rest, 
'Twould never lead thee to a Saviour's breast. 

6 
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To Him who gave, we give thee ! to His care' 
Thou art commended now, in many a prayer : 
Oh ! He will guide thee by a perfect way, 
To realms above, of pure, unclouded day. 

We know not what thy fixture days will he; 
But this we know, our Jesus died for ^lee/ 
The rest we leave to Him, no better guide 
Or guard for thee, than Christ, the crucified. 

Follow the light which He himself hath given, 
'Twill lead thy steps aright^ 'twill point to heaven, 
'Twill soften every care that earth can give, 
'Twill either fit to die, or teach to live ! 

Sweet baby, welcome ! not all toil and strife 
For loving hearts do hail thy new-bom life, 
And loving lips fond blessings softly tell, 
And loving eyes on thy young beauties dwell. 

Oh ! thou art cherished by a mc^ken^s love! 
K father's care is o'er thee 1 and above, 
A Gk>d who smiles on all, and keeps ye still — 
A threefold cord, from danger and from ill. 
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Sweet babe! thy tiny hiow I may not kiss, 
For I am far away ! so send thee this 
To give thee welcome and to hail thy birth, 
Thou young immortal ! for awhile on earth. 

God Uess thee, keep thee, little one, for aye, 
And give thee hopes and joye wbich cannot die ! 
And fill thee ever ^th His holy love, 
And write thy name in His life's book above. 



LINES FOR AN ALBUM. 

When other years shall come, and when thine eye 
Shall scan this page, and when perchance the sigh 
Of fond regret shall rise, or when the tear 
Shall flow for hopes and joys that once were dear : 
Oh ! then remember me ! and even then 
May'st thou have hopes to wake thy smile again; 
And may religion's joys, which charm thee now, 
Shed their deep calmness o'er thy gentle brow ! 
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I scarce could wish thy lot unclouded here, 
This earth might then, alas ! become too deair^ 
And heaven, thy home, forgotten. Oh 1 may He 
Whom thou call'st Father, guide and cherish thee ! 
And may He, when the storms of life are past, 
Take thee to dwell with Him in heaven at last ! 
Oh ! think of me ! and when thou breath'st a prayer 
To Heaven, ask, love, that I may meet thee there. 



EARTHLY IDOLS. 

She had been beautiful : and even when 
I last beheld her, though the seal of death, 
Was on her brow, and though long years of deep 
And silent suffering had been hers, and tears 
That night alone did witness had been shed, 
Ay ! even then had beauty left its trace 
Upon that lifeless form. 

And she had loved ! 
And he for whom her first affections glowed 
Was worthy of her love ! Yet did his heart 
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Beat not with passion like as hers — for here 

Was deep idolatry; it was not love, 

But 'twas a feeling which the soul should pour 

To Him alone who made it ! True, he loved, 

But the warm adoration of hie heart 

Was paid to God alone. 

Time passed, and she 
Became a mother ! Then, ah I then, there rose 
Feelings which were unknown to her before ; 
And as she gazed upon the fsur young brow 
Of her sweet innocent, her bosom swelled, 
And oh ! she made another idol then ! 
Well, — she was happy ! her whole world of love 
Was centred in her husband and her child — 
And yet 'twas not a proper happiness, — 
For though her love, her womarCe love, might live 
While life was in her, yet theirs might depart : — 
A husband's love may chill, a son may leave 
His mother, or they both might droop and die. 
So He who made her looked from heaven and saw 
Her heartstrings were too closely twined to earth ; 
And He began to loosen them. He sent 
Disease upon the form that first had won 
Her early love 1 — her husband — and she saw 
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Him daily weaker grow; — ^at last he died/ 

But what on earth 
Is there a mother's heart o*er-mastereth not? 
She saw her husband die, and then the stream 
Of undivided love was poured upon 
Her child! Her night and day-dreams all were filled 
With visions of his future greatness, and 
The pride with which she should behold her son — 
Her darling one-browned with a laurel wreath ! 
But that Almighty power, which once had tried 
And chastened her in vain, again was felt ! — 
He laid her beauteous earthly idol low 
Upon the bed of sickness, then she felt 
Subdued; she felt that she had loved too well. 
And prayed that God would give him back to health 
And hope once more ! But no i He saw 'twas best 
To take her baby too, as he had done 
Her husband. Had He bid the bloom of health 
Again beam on his brow, the mother's heart, 
Perchance, to worship might have turned again. 

He died ! the last one ! 
She was left on earth a childless widow. 
Then, for awhile, her anguish burnt her brain 
Almost to madness; but she raised her eyes 
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To Heaven, and nought "was left to bind her soul 
To earth ! She was resigned, and thanked Him for 
Transplanting her sweet flowers to Paradise I 
And she, too, died; but not until her heart 
Had learned to love and worship Qod abne ! 



'TWAS BUT A DREAM. 

'TwAS but a dream ! I gave thee up, 

I bade thee to depart, 
And strove to chase the memory 

Of past years from my heart ! 
I gave thee to a proud world's care, 
And hid my grief, my dark despair. 

'Twas but a dream ! I said my breast 

Was not a home for thee; 
But oh, my heart could find no rest 

Unless it climg to thee ! 
The faltering tongtie did bid thee go, 
But oh ! the heart — it whispered — No ! 
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'Twas but a dream ! long, long I bade 

Before thou didst obey ; 
And when at last I saw thee fade, 

like autumn's flowers away, 
I saw thee turn away thine eye, 
And then I wept in agony ! 

Twas but a dream ! I saw thee part, 
Yet watched for thy return; 

The fond, the lonely, drooping heart, 
Alone, unseen, did mourn. 

I bade thee go ! I thought 'twas best, 

I knew we never could be blest. 

'Twas but a dream ! yet did I hope, 
Though worship was to end, 

And though I gave my idol up, 
I still might keep my friend ! 

'Twas vain — thy smile, thy love was past, 

And mine was left a desert waste ! 

Oh ! dearest, was it but a dream ? 
Or must I ceaseless weep? 
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Or is thy Ioyg like yon bright stream, — 

Calm, gentle, and yet deep? 
Is thy affection poured on me) 
May this poor heart still trost in thee? 

Oh ! I have smiled on thee in weal, 

And clung to thee in woe ; 
Felt what the tongue may ne'er reveal, 

And canst thou leave me? No ! — 
Thy love upon my path must gleam 
For ever ! It was but a dream. 



A PRAYER. 

Gbeat Qot> ! O, listen to the prayer 

I offer unto Thee! 
And deign to guard me with Thy care, 

And pour Thy grace on me ; 
Oh ! lose my heartstrings from this earth- 
Grant me a new, a heavenly birth ! 
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Bring me to Thee, Almighty Qod, 
Withdraw this wandering heart 

From earth, and wash it in the blood 
Of Christ, and peace impart : 

Oh! drag each idol from Thy throne ! 

Rule there, dear Jesus, reign alone ! 

Alas ! my bosom swells with woe. 
Oh, God ! I would be thine ! 

Tet cannot let each idol go, 
Each earth-star quite resign ! 

This world is beautiful and dear. 

My heart, with its deep love, is here. 

But Thm^ Lord, hast power unknown, 
And Thov, canst change this heart, 

Help me to trust in Thee alone, 
From all things else to part ! 

Oh ! lose my heartstrings from this earth, 

Qrant me a new, a heavenly birth ! 
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THE NIGHT WATCH. 

I STOOD alone^ in my sorrow wild, 
By the sick-bed of my little child ! 
Silence and darkness all around, 
like the gloom on my spirit boand. 
He was taken, — my earthly all ! 
Shall this, my last young hope, too, fall ! 
See ! 'tis the burning hectic glow ! 
Hark ! to the feVrish moaning low I 
God of the widow, hear my prayer, 
Spare, in thy loving mercy, spare ! 
Prayed I not in the days of yore, 
As young heart never prayed before 1 — 
Prayed in hope, and in sacred trust, — 
Hope was shattered, my idol^ dust ! 
God, forgive me, if doubt and fear 
Live alone in my spirit drear ! 
God forgive, if in this dark hour, 
I cannot own thy saving power ! 
No one near me, not one to say 
To this distrust, " Away ! away ! " 
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Oh ! for the eye whose flashing light 

Shone on my young life's troubled night ! 

Oh ! for the hand that would have laid 

On his true breast my aching head ! 

Oh ! for the voice, whose thrilling tone 

Breathed words of love ! mine — all mine own ! 

Sweeter than strains of harp or lute. 

Mourning heart ! 'tis for ever mute ! 

Quenched is the light of that loving eye I 

Those lips are cold ! They can ne'er reply 

To my wild wailing, not one soft tone 

Can cahn me; oh ! God, I am alone ! 

Sadly I bent o'er her little bed, 

Bathing her feverish brow and head, 

Not one to see me as there I wept 

Hour after hour, till my baby slept ; 

Then wearied with watching the long night through. 

When the morning dawned, I was sleeping too. 

Blessed sleep ! a vision bright 
Beamed on my enraptured sight, — 
He was there ! my own one, he 
Came in my lone grief to me ! 
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I sought the well-knowD smile, but no ! 
There was a look of troubled woe. 
On me he gazed not, but on his child, 
His eye was bent, and my grief grew wild ! 
" * *, my husband, look on me ! 
Can our life's young dream forgotten hel" 
Slowly he turned, and his mournful look 
My broken spirit could scarcely brook : 
Eebuke, reproof, and reproach were there, 
And I clasped my hands in mute despair. 
" * *," he said, but the joyous tone 
I loved so well, from that voice was gone ! 
" Forgotten ! no, but each murmuring word 
Troubled me much as thy wail I heard ! 
I may minister to the just, 
Those who cling to my God in trust : 
I am ever near our child, but thou 
Bememberest not our holy vow ! 
Turn to my God ! perchance He wiU 
Bid me minister to thee still ! 
Much there i» that I may not tell, 
E'en to thee whom I love so well : 
I may not paint my home to thee, 
'Twould only be a mystery ! 
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This I may say, dear love, if thou 

Art faithful, soon shall that sad brow 

Be crowned with glory, and that eye 

Be dried by Qod's own hand for aye ! 

Our child and thou and I shall be 

Joined in eternal unity !" 

While he was speaking, back there came 

The glance I loved so well, — the same ! 

The brow, the eye, the lip, the tone 

Were his ! my beautiful, mine own ! 

I woke ;— my heavy load was gone ! 

I knew I was no more alone ; 

My own rebellious will was past, 

I yielded to my Qod's at last. 

I looked on my sleeping babe once more, 

And the agony of grief was o'er. 

She is the Lord's, and so am I, 

To live and mourn, or droop and die ! 

What if we suffer loss and pain, 

When peaceful rest there doth remain ! 

Keep me faithful, and keep me meek, 

I am erring, and I am weak; 

But Thou art strong, and I shall be 

Strong, if my strei^h is built on Thee ! 
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Lord ! I am willing to suffer still ; 
To lose my own in Thy sacred will; 
Life and its dreams will be shortly o'er, 
And parting of hearts be known no more. 



BIRTHDAY VERSES. 

WotTLD, would that I could sing for thee, bright 

joyous words of song! 
But the lyre my fingers fondly swept, is shattered 

and unstrung; 
The music, then the echo of a burning heart and 

brain, 
Is hushed for ever — sorrow is my solitary strain ! ' 

And sorrow is not meet for thee! joy, hope, and 

youth are thine ! 
And grief and shadows from the grave, and weary 

hours are mine ! 
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• .^« ^^A / fitly sing for thee? — I fear me I might 

^NKWife on thy life's sweet momisg, with my memory 
ifl' the past. 



n^y life has been a glad, sweet stream, unbroken in 

its flight, 
I know it by thy gleesome laugh, thy brow so calm 

and bright; 
No tell-tale s<»tow resteth there, thy heart is pure 

and free. 
Oh ! would that such thine after-life might be, fair 

girl, to thee ! 



Oh ! that each coming birthday may be brighter than 
the last; 

Tbat loving hearts may shelter thee from every bitter 
blast; 

That gentle eyes may beam on thee, and fond affec- 
tion's tone 

May ever, ever bless thine ear, till life's last dream be 
flown. 
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And may thy name be written in Gkxl's holy book of life, 
And then I know how thou wilt rise above all earthly 

strife; 
Should sorrow come, — ^and oh, it may, — should tears 

thy bright eyes dim. 
Oh! be thy gloom dispelled by Gk)d, thy tears be 

dried by Him. 
And oh ! may He prepare for thee a deathless home 

above — 
A resting-place from earthly toil, a haven sweet of love I 
And guide thee, after life's last scene the dark, cold 

valley through, 
To holier pleasures in the sky, more lasting, pure, and 

true! 



GOD BLESS TRE^ 

TO B. A. W. 

God bless thee for that one kind look, 

That sympathising smile ! 
It soothes the woes I scarce could brook, 

It calms my grief awhile 1 

H 
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Hast thou e*er seen a drooping flower 

Upon the thirsty plain, 
Smile sweetly when the cooling shower 

Brought back its bloom again 1 — 

Just like my heart, my drooping heart. 
That fading little flower 1 — 

Thy smile did tranquil peace impart, 
Likd to the cooling shower ! 

God bless thee then, as thou hast blest^ 
And kindly smiled on mel 

And may'st thou all thy life find rest 
In soothing sympathy ! 



THEY SAY THAT TIME WILL SOOTHE 

THE WOUND. 

Tbey say that time will soothe the wound 
My torn and blighted spirit feels; 

They know not how our hearts were bound— 
The tvidow's anguish never heals 1 
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They say that when a few brief months 

Of lonely sorrow shall be o'er, 
That then I shall be more resigned^ 

And weep these burning tears no more. 

They know not what a blessed dream 
Of pure, unbroken love was ours ! 

From childhood's days our life did seem 
All glorious as summer flowers ! 

They passed ! those days so calm and mild, 

And I am left to struggle on ! 
Alone, but for our little' child) 

Our only and our darling one I 

To struggle on, perhaps for years ! 

And never breathe thy name aloud, 
Because to speak it would wring tears 

Too sacred for a curious crowd ! 

I call thee, love, when all alone, 

I weep for thee when none are nigh 1 

Thy spirit's here, my sainted one, 
Waiting until I too shall die ! 
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I often wonder if thou yeam'st 

For that bright time to come again. 

When I shall meet thee, free frY>m grief— < 
For there shall be no parting then! 

I think thon dost, and sometimes feel 
Thy spirit abnost soothing mine ! 

I cannot touch thee, cannot see ! 
Bat ohl I fed that power of thine! 

I hniofw thou dost ! for oh, thy love 
For me was more than words can tell ! 

And dost thou not, in heaven above, 
Still love as deeply and as well? 

Yes ! and thon'rt waiting for me, too, 
Thou wilt be near my dying-bed. 

To guide me the dark valley through, 
And hail my spirit when Tm dead ! 

Yes I time wiU lend a soothing power 
To this overburdened heart and brain ; 

For time will bring the longed-for hour 
When I shall meet with thee again ! 
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And then there shall be no more care. 

Nor death, nor parting, to alloy ; 
AU shall be tireless praise and prayer. 

And glory in a world of joy ! 



TO ♦ ♦ IN HEAVEN. 

Twelve weary months have glided by, 
My husband, since I saw thee die ! 
And I am living, living still, 
To feel upon my heart the chill, 
The icy chill, Death's finger left. 
When it was of its love bereft ! 
I could not weep on that dark day ! 
I could not feel, or think, or pray ! 
I could not, when thy soul had fled, 
I could not, would not, think thee dead ! 
But soon the knowledge came ! — too soon. 
Too surely, set our sun at noon ! 
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I knew it, bat the power had goue 
To weep, to feel — my heart was stone ! 
And all things, all things changed did seem. 
And dark without thee grew life's dream ! 
But now, thank Qod ! on this sad day 
My worn and weary soul can pray ! 
Can feel thee near, can think that now 
Heaven's glory crowns thine angel-brow I 
Can know thee perfected in love, 
With Love Himself in heaven above,— 
Can know thee sheltered on that shore^ 
Where nought can ever harm thee more ! 
Thank God ! that I can think of thee, 
As safe with Him eternally I 
My husband ! I can feel thou art 
Nearer and dearer to my heart 
Than ever thou on earth couldst be, — 
God's stamp of love is set on thee. 
And thou art waiting for thy bride 
Till these fierce fires have purified, 
And made her meet for that fair land, 
Where thou art with God's angel-band ! 
Thank God that I can weep and pray, 
It calms those heavy hours away. 



TO MY CHILD. Ill 

And now I can both see and feel, 
How perfect is His holy will; 
And now I know, when He sees best, 
Mj soul shall share thy deathless rest 



TO MY CHILD. 

My gentle child, my beautifiil! 

With golden curly hair, 
And laughing eyes of azure hue. 

And little face so fair; 
The very type of joy art thou. 
With thy broad and lofty sunny brow. 

I cannot tell thee all tliou art. 

All thou must be to me, 
Thou, with thy merry, guileless heart, 

And step so light and free, 
Wilt surely o'er my spirit cast 
Calm, now thai, dark wild storm has past. 
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Oft is thy thonghtfdl, earnest eye 

Raised fondly to my face, 
And there how often thon dost tiy, 

Joy like thine own to trace; 
Then tempt me on to join thy play, 
So glad to chase the gloom away. 

How shonldst thon know of grief like mine, 

Thon joyons little thing? 
And why, o*er spirit light as thine. 

Should I a shadow fling? 
My child, I'll strive on thee to smile, 
Though grief should break my heart the while ! 

Thou dost not know of yearnings vain. 

Of hopes all crushed and gone ! 
I would not be a child again. 

Like thee, my fairy one; 
My life again I would not live. 
More grief than gladness earth doth give. 

But I would make thy pathway bright, 

And fair as poet's dream ! 
Thy life I'd have so calm and light, 

A pure, untroubled stream ! 
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No shade should fall on thee, mine own, 
Though I stand in my grief alone 1 

Thou truly art a blessed gift, 

A priceless boon from heaven 1 
And while in mercy thou art left 

To me, not all is riven : 
Thank God ! that in that storm so wild, 
He gave me thee, my precious child I 

And I wiU train thee up for Him ! 

Away, each murmuring word ! 
Away the tears mine eyes that dim, 

For Qod my vow has heard 1 
If He will help me, I will strive 
My earth-star to my God to give ! 

Beyond this weary, weary life. 

There is a sweet, calm rest. 
No sorrow enters, and no strife 

Can touch the saved, the blest ! 
There may we meet, my gentle dove, 
In God's eternal home of love ! 
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MUSIC AND MEMORY. 

Oh ! speak not, Amy, for thy strain 
Has cooled the fever of my brain; 
And while I listen to thy song, 
Long vanished scenes I dwell among ! 
Sing on, nor break the magic spell, 
I love its mystic influence well, 
And while calm twilight lingers yet, 
Oh ! soothe the heart with grief beset ! 
Sing on ! and memory shall recall 
Bright idols, all departed — all ! 
A heart's rich wealth, its boundless trust, 
Poured fully, fondly, all on dust! 

I see a bridal. That pale brow 

Has surely done with sorrow now! 

Long weeping years have dimmed those eyes ; 

Hushed sorrow still within them lies ! 

Her morning dawns ! that dear, strong arm 

Shall shelter her from every harm ! 
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So dreams she ! and upon that breast 

All by-gone storms are lulled to rest; 

And to her fancy's hopeful eye, 

How glad and clear grows her life's sky ! 

I see a home ! Love reigneth there, 

And happiness beyond compare ! 

I see a bride, with peaceful brow, 

And eyes long strange to grief-drops now ! 

I see a fireside, clear and bright. 

On many a long-gone winter night! , 

The cushioned chair, the song, the book. 

And eyes with love in every look ! 

I hear a voice ! long, long since gone, 

Affection in each silvery tone ! 

A gentle touch I almost feel. 

As twilight's shadows o'er me steal! 

I hear the blessing that was told 

Hour after hour, — ^that ne'er grew old, — 

" God bless thee " . . . . never heard. 

But through the spirit's depths it stirred ! 

I see the sky that seemed so fair, 

For he, the idolized, was near; 

The flower, the sea, the stream, the grove, 

All doubly beautified by love ! 
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I see that home grow yet more bright, 
Upon it shines another light, — 
A litUe infanfa voice is heard, 
Like music of a summer bird ! 
Oh I glorious seems life's smiling sky; 
They little deem a cloud is nigh; 
Full happiness that bridal pair 
Ei\joy, nor feel a shadow there ! 
I see a chamber 1 Not a word 
Of gladness, hope, or joy is heard I 
I see a watcher standing there. 
Who still would hope against despair. 
I see a su£ferer! That dear brow 
Is burnt with hectic fever now ! 
But as she watches night and day, 
She dreams not he may pass away. 
I hear a trembling voice appeal 
To Gk>d! — believing He mU heal; 
And trusting in His power to save 
That loved one from an early grave ! 
I hear him speak his last farewell, 
A death-stroke on her heart it fell; 
No tears, but woe, so deep and wild. 
As he doth bless her and their child. 
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I see her stand beside that bed, 

And now she knows that he is dead I 

Gone is her hope in Qod ! her trust 

Is like her shattered idol — dust ! 

Oh! prayed she not with burning faith 

That God would save that form from death? 

And now he lies in dreamless sleep ! 

She knows it, but she cannot weep ! 

Oh ! but thy music hath no power 

To soothe the memory of that hour ! 

The madness that o'erpowered me then, 

Still memory oft brings back again. 

Yet, stiU sing on, thy plaintive lay 

May sweep this heavy cloud away; 

For while thy tones, so soft and deep. 

Float round me, I once more can weep. 

Then cease not yet thy sad wild strain ; 

It helps me back to Gk)d again. 

For He, and only He, hath power 

To calm me in this troubled hour. 

I know my dead again shall liva 

But patience, Jesus, patience give. 

And hush the yearnings of my breast, 

That fain would lie with him at rest. 
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I know the blessed home that he 
Has reached, will be for ever free 
From grief or change : but when shall I 
Be with him, ever in the sky? 
I want more patience, more of zeal, 
To do and su£fer all thy wilL 
Prepare me ! make me all complete, 
And fit to worship at Thy feet. 



IMPROMPTU TO AMELIA E. 

Fae in the light of "long ago," 
Dear friend, thine image beams ; 

One of the loveliest that rose 
In my enraptured dreams; 

While memory her stores unveils 
Like yesterday it seems ! 

Like yesterday since those dear eyes 

Upon my girlhood shone, 
Like stars frt)m their mysterious depths- 

In beauty, all thine own. 
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Such flashing, melting, varying eyes, 
I never since have known. 

Sweet child of song! within their depths, 

E'en in thy brightest hour. 
There lurked a sad, prophetic spell. 

That won me by its power ; 
That caught an answer from my soul, — 

I, too, possessed that dower : 

The fatal gift of song ! from then 

My heart was knit to thine : 
No after-thought — no future scene 

Could change that love of mine ! 
To me thou wert, and art a thought 

Less human than divine ! 

How my soul strove, with feeble wing, 

To catch thine upward flight. 
That I might onward soar with thee, 

Far in the realms of light; 
But, failing, worshipped from afar 

Thy genius, in its might. 
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Sweet poetess ! ah me ! I said. 

It seemed like yesterday, 
Since I believed youth's golden dream 

Could never know decay; 
Ah ! sorrow, more than years, have swept 

Their sunshine all away ! 

And yet whole years of agony 
Have rudely stepp'd between, 

And stem and real are the thoughts 
Now on life's altered scene. 

Not now we yearn for what map be, 
We mourn o'er what hath been! 

Oh ! how I love thee ! loved thee then, 
When life and love were new, 

And strong and fervent as the time 
When early roses grew ! 

'Twas such a love as only those * 
Can give, who love but few I 

The roses drooped, the summer passed. 
The sunshine paled, then fled. 

Thou wert beside me when I knew 
That Hope and He were dead ! 
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That life must henceforth fall in storms 
On mj unsheltered head ! 

'Twas then I learned how dear thou wert, 

When closed those eyes of blue, 
Mj thrilling, wailing tones, betrayed 

Thy heart was widowed too ! 
And nearer, dearer in our night 

Of woe, our spirits grew. 

Not with the love of "long ago," 

Though it was wild and deep, 
I love thee with that love which springs 

From hearts well used to weep. 
And memory through future years 

Thee 'mong her pearls will keep. 

I cannot reach thee, touch thee, now, 

My soaring is in vain. 
But, in that glorious land above, 

We soon shall meet again. 
Child of sweet song! Ill better know, 

And better love thee then. 

I 
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BRIDAL LINES. 

Oh! other lips than mine should sing a bridiil laj 

for thee 1 
A strain without a note of woe to check its melody ! 
Tones like the joyous peel of bells upon the summer 

air, 
Should fdl upon thy glad young heart, and bless that 

brow so fair* 
For me,> alas! my song doth take its source from 

sorrow's Stream, 
And sorrow is not meet for thee in life's most 

blessed dream ! 
Most blessed and most beautiful ! it wings my 

memory back 
To scenes as holy and as fair on my life's early 

track! , i • 

And thus it is not meet for me to sing thy bridal 

lay, / 
Lest e'en the shadow of a shade of grief should touch 

that day I 
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For oh! I would not dim its light, nor cloud its 

gloiy now, 
Nor cause an anxious flitting thought to pass across 

thy brow ; 
And yet I know that tears wUl rise, albeit all 

thy joy, 
For life ne'er had a sunny hour that had not its 

alloy I 
Oh ! in Hope's wildest dream we feel a dread that it 

will fade ! 
And when our happiness is best, 'tis not without its 

shade! 
And thou, with all thy wealth of love, must leave thy 

£ekther's side. 
Thy sister's pensive eyes will rest with tears upon 

the bride ! 
Oh ! burning thoughts of early days will flash across 

thy brain, 
And clasp'd within those loving arms thou'lt be a 

child again. * 
Weep on! weep on! the bridegroom's voice will 

never chide such tears, 
That manly heart doth know full well why such a 

fount appears ; 
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And though with grief thy lips are mute^ thy loving 

eyes are dim, 
With yearning love, for those thou leavest^ not less 

thou lovest him. 
Oh ! call it not a happy day that makes the girl a 

bride, 
'Tis not an easy thing to leave a widowed father's 

side! 
'Tis not an easy thing to leave a sister's fond em- 
brace ! 
The past, the present, leave such scenes no fiiture 

can eflace: 
No feelings in thine after-life wiU ever be like 

this. 
And bygone days ne'er shed on thee such mingled 

grief and bliss ! 
The loved ones of thine early days, the trusted and 

the true, 
[Elzchanged for those whose love for thee is yet untried 

and new ! 
Methinks I see that manly form so silent standing 

by, 

I mark the deep resolve that speiiks in his expressive 
eye. 
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A husband's^ father^s, sister's love, he'll strive to 

blend in one, 
And shield thee with the mighty love he feels for 

thee, his own. 
These tears that rise unbidden now upon thy bridal 

day, 
Are only nature's tribute, they will quickly pass away ; 
And those who now weep with thee, in thy joy will 

soon rejoice, 
And smiles wiU beam on eveiy side to welcome thy 

heart's choice ; 
Oh ! then indeed thy joy will be more than thou yet 

canst know, 
No blessing like a husband's love " Our Father" can 

bestow! 
For if a cloud should ever rest your bridal home 

above, 
Grief would lose half its bitterness, shared by a hus^ 

band's love. 

Oh ! smiles and flowers should grace this day, no 

worthless lay like mine 
Should dare intrude its mournful tones on such a 

heart as thine; 
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Bat with it come fond wishes^ breathed to heaven in 

earnest prajer — 
So earnest that I know theyll meet a blessed answer 

there! 
Then hear the song, accept the strain, all useless 

though it be, 
Unless to tell affection's tale of changeless love for 

thee; 
Farewell ! go tnist the holy love, so hopeful, though 

untried, 
And Heaven's best blessings rest upon the bridegroom 

and the bride ! 



BIRTHDAY LINES. 

SisTEB ! affection fain would bring 
To thee to-day some offering. 
And though 'tis but an idle lay, 
Yet would I hail thy natal-day. 
Would that each fond but worthless line 
Might gladden that dear heart of thine i 
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Would that each wish pour'd forth in prayer, 

Might rest in blessed answer there I 

8ister ! sweet friend of early days, 

How shall I fitly sing thy praise) 

Joy*s lyre is shattered, and each chord 

Wakes only sorrow's strange discord ! 

I fain would sing of our young love, 

Which clouds and storms have failed to move ! 

And wintry winds have sorely tried. 

And trials deepened, purified ! 

Sister ! among the dearest things 

Of my young life's imaginings. 

In memoiy's world, bright, pure, and fia.ir, 

like a sweet star, thou shinest there ! 

Friend of my youth ! I loved thee then, 

When hope beat high through heart and brain. 

When gladness beam'd upon each brow ; 

But oh ! I loved thee not as now ! 

I loved thee when a happy bride, 

I stood rejoicing by thy side ! 

Our tears of joy were mingled then, 

As they will never blend again. 

Together we again have stood, 

On other spot^ in other mood, 
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Beside the grave ! Ok, words are weak 
Mj liviqg agony to speak. 
Tet^ sister, sorrow's ties are strong, 
And deep, and trathfiil, pure, and 16ng, 
Such are the links which bind my heart 
To thine; they'll but with life depart I 
Such is the heart that hails this day, 
That would strew flowers upon life's way 
For thee; if such were but its power, 
Thine ne'er should know a tearful hour ! 
But He who guided us through youth. 
And kept us in His love and truth. 
Can keep thee still, and grant that all 
Of needful good on thee may £b1L 
To Him, my sister, I commend 
Thee, as before His throne I bend, 
And if it be His holy will, 
Qod grant thee years of gladness still! 
And in His book of life be there 
Thy name unsullied, pure, and fair, 
That when earth's latest bonds are riven. 
Thine may be endless joy in heaven ! 

And now, dear , accept the strain 

From loving heart and burning bri^n : 



mns OOMFOBID AT A CDfSRBT. 129 

A hsariftU though a vmrMeu lay, 
And bleasiiigs on thy natal-day. 



LINES COMPOSED AT A CEMETERY. 

How often on this green hill-side 

Together we have stood, 
And in the twilight's deepening shade 

Its soothing calm have woo'd 

I did not dream, in those young days, 

That ever it might be 
That I should seek the haunt of death, 

And seek it without thee. 

I stand upon this green hill-side. 

But oh! I stand alone I 
The trees, the snowdrops, and the stream 

Are there, but thou art gone. 



uan coHPOiED at a omncBT. 

There i* no umme in the breeze, 

No soothing inflneoce now, 
A clond that will not be dispersed 

Is on my lieart uid brow. 

[ ituid alone I the vety spot 
Thy steps and mine did trend, 

It seenu to me but yeaietday. 
Now hides thee, oh I my dead ! 

Thine eye of besnty calmly sleeps. 
How long, and oh ! how lone ! 

Thy voice is biuh'd, thy smils hath pass'd 
From earth, my preciona one. 

My loring and my best beloved, 

'Tie rains to wail and weep. 
And watoh in silence by thy grave 

Where thon in peace dost sleep. 

• • « 

My gentle child comes softly now, 

She reads ber grief in mine, 
A tear is storting in her eye. 

My little child, and thine/ 
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A fiither^s love will never cheer 

Her heart! will never bless 
Her beantiM and bow'd yonng head> 

With thy deep tenderness. 

Oh ! but she loves to hear thy name, 

And listens while I tell 
Of all the goodness and the troth 

Of him I love ao weU. 

She listens! and the quivering lip 

And paling cheek I view, 
That tell e*en now she shares my grief, 

And lovea thee fondly too ! 

Yea^ and though deaths with cruel power. 

The threefold cord hath riven, 
Our child shcdl know thee when she sees 

Thy glorious smile in heaven. 
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TO MY MOTHER, ON MY SISTER'S BIRTH- 

DAY. 

Mt own sweet mother! could my song nn£:>ld 
My beftrt's deep thoughts, as in the days of old, 
A long, long strain my pen should write for thee, 
Full of each hope and wish thou ha«t firom me ! 
But other duties now, and more of thought 
For daily cares, my change in life hath wrought, 
Yet would I Mn invoke the muse again, 
And sing of feelings warm and deep as then! 

■ 

It is thy darlin^f s birthday, gentle child ! 
Full many a care our Mary hath beguiled! 
And now my wish is, that she still may be 
Sweet comfort on life's journey unto thee : 
More so than I have been; oh! tears will come 
When memory dwells upon my early home. 
I think of many a word ungently spoken, 
And many a promise scarcely made, till broken; 
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I think of all your love, untiring, trne ! 
Oh ! what a wealth of love I owe to you ! 
Unweariedly youVe watched beside my bed, 
And held with tireless hands my aching head, 
And soothed iny childhood's griefs, and calmed my 

brow: 
Mother ! I was not grateful then, as now ! 
For now my heart o'erflows, and burning tears 
Come with these thoughts of those unthinking years. 
Oh ! may my gentle little sister prove 
A rich, rare blessing to repay your love ! 
And may we all — ^my brother dear and I — 
Exceed your fondest hopes ! (oh ! we will try !) 
Sweet mother ! words are weak, — they cannot tell 
Of burning thoughts which in my spirit dwell 1 
Accept the strain ! 'tis worthless all — ^but thou 
Wilt read with kindly eye and heart, I know! 
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MY DREAM OF THEE. 

My dream of thee was wild and fond, 
As ever filled a burning brain; 

Thou wert my life's sweet morning-star, 
The soother of each grief and pain I 

And when the tears of sorrow fell, 
Thy smile would bring back mine again ! 

Thou wert like all things, bright and glad. 
Like all things beautiful wert thou ! 

Heaven's sunlight sparkled in thine eye, 
And beamed upon thy lofty brow. 

And spread its influence all around, 
Where only darkness lingers now ! 

But far away that dream appears ! 

A storm came ! and the sweeping blast 
Dash'd wildly o'er the hopes of years ! 

They struggled, but were crush'd at last ! 
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No flower, no star, no sunlight then ! 
My burning dream of thee was past ! 

^Tis years since ! noWf I have a dream, 
Free from the feyerish thought of yore 1 

So calm, so h(dy, thou dost seem 
A sufferer of the earth no more ! 

But with a white-robed band above, 
An angel ! God's high throne before 1 

I have a dream ! no cuiucU good 
Could purchase that sweet dream of thee I 

I see thee ever with my soul, 
I feel thy presence near to me, 

I hear a whisper that, ere long. 
This veil between us will not be. 

It soothes me when the storm blows high, 
It calms me when my grief grows wild, 

It tells me of the land where thou. 
With Qod, art ever reconciled; 

And, oh 1 I long to meet thee there, 
And lead to thee thy gentle child ! 



^ TO KI UTTU DAUOHTKX, 

'. jtm k dream I it bids me vut, 
Aod meekly bow to Qod's decree; 

Tbn wind He tempers, — and no more 
Tiaai I can bear He'll lay on me; 

And when He sees that I am meet 
For heaven, i^en I shall come to thee ! 

Hiongh gloiioos woa youth's first wild dream, 
Tet, oh ! how tragic wu its close ! 

And that can know no change or deatii. 
Which from its treasured ashes rose ! 

It pictures forth onr final home, 
Freed from earth's shackles and its woes ! 



TO MY LITTLE DAUGHTER, ON HER 
BIRTHDAY. 

SwEtl child, with acnre eyes, and shining hair. 
With cheek so blooming, and with brow so ^r, 
With heart so lights so full of childhood's glee, 
■yvf eaa / mng a loithday lay for Aeef 
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For I am saSd to-day, — dark shadows now 
Are on i^y heart, my child, and on my browl 
And memories flash across my burning brain, 
And dreams of my young life come back again, 

I have a sorrow! for I stand cUorie 
To mark thy birthday, my bright little one ! 
Oh ! but for thee, how would this aching head, 
Fain, fain lie peaceful with my precious dead! 

Dead ! — but oh, unforgotten ! Weary years 
Seal not the fountain of these burning tears, — 
Check not the yearning wild to be with kim, 
Where tears no more again these eyes shall dim. 

Would that my spirit were less sad to-day ! 
Would that my strain was like thee, glad and gay ! 
Sorrow, not years, has changed this heart of mine, 
Sorrow that must, alas ! one day be thine : — 

For thou wilt miss a father's loving voice, 
That would have bid thee evermore rejoice! 
A father's strong protection, and his power 
To shield thee gently through life's darkest hour I 

K 
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Oh, than toilt miss him I Thj joang cheek may yet 
With tears of yearnings fond and vain be wet ! 
Kot mine alone this weary load must be ; 
*Twill fi»ll, perchance, sweet prattler, upon thee ! 

* * * * 

But see ! through all this gloom a sunbeam shine, 
Our Heavenly Father's promise (thine luid mine !) 
A Husband to the widow He wiU be ! 
A Father to the fatherless is Hel 

Oh ! if thine earthly fathei^s loving smile 
Beams not on thee, my child, and me the while, 
Our God!s pe&utiar care are we f His arm 
Shall shield us through life's dangers and its harm. 

And if my grief is thine, thine be my bliss. 
That will outlive a world of woe like this; 
Thine be my hope and portion, thine my God, 
Who more than heals, when He inflicts the rod. 

God is thy Father t God my Husband too ! 
He will protect us life's dark journey through ; 
He will unite us to yon angel-band. 
Who wait our entrance in a deathless land. 
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OH! NO, I WOULD NOT HAVE THEE BACK. 

Oh ! no, I would not have thee back, 

In each a scene as this; 
Thank Ood that thoa hast reached thy home 

Of bright, uncloaded bliss. 

Thank Gk>d! yea^ though this broken heart. 

And burning, aching brow. 
Must throb without a resting-place, 

Must struggle lonely now. 

Oh ! I have known when grief like this 

Was lightened by thy smile I 
When clouds and shadows dimm'd life's sky, 

How dear was earth the while ! 

ft 

Mine own one ! precious and beloved 

Though thou must ever be, 
I would not have thee back from heaven, 

To weep again like me. 
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Bat oh ! I long to share thy rest, 

I yearn to be with thee, 
And rest firom lifers tempestuous wiLves, 

Ever! eternally! 



NOT AS THOU ART. 

Not as thou art, in thy dark, narrow bed, 
Do I remember thee, with joy, my dead ; 
I think of thy long, lone, and dreamless sleep, 
And, musing thus, in agony I weep ! 
I think of thy bright eyes, as once they shone 
With love unspeakable, and all mine own ! 
I hear thy gleeful voice, as heard of yore. 
And weep to think thou art of earth no more ! 
Not thus would I remember thee to-day, 
Nor let a murmur breathe throughout my lay. 
Let fancy, memory pause, or sleep awhile, 
And heavenly hope alone in mercy smile ! — 
Anotlier year has passed away ! Oh, thou 
Art safely sheltered from life's sorrows now ! 
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And shall I mourn that thou, an angel bright. 
Dost walk with God's redeemed in robes of white? 
Oh nOf thy last glad look told of the strife, 
The victory gained o'er sin — eternal life ! 
Thy dying blessing and thy dying prayer 
Fell on my heart, and left a solace there ! 

A little while, a few more griefs and tears, 
A few, perchance, more lone and weary years ; 
But I shall see thee, know thee, love thee then. 
Without a veil between, nor part again ! 
A little while ! and with thee I shall sing 
The matchless wisdom of heaven's holy King ! 
Oh ! but the darkness on my soul, the blight. 
Will then be peaceful rest and glorious light ! 
A little while ! — not ever shall it be 
That thus I mourn, my blessed one, for thee ! 
Our child and we, in sweet, eternal rest, 
Shidl sing, " Thy will, O holy God, was best!" 
A little while ! and these dark clouds shall flee. 
For we shall dwell with Jesus and with thee ! 
Oh 1 but this hope dispels my weary woe, 
And bids the shadow pass from heart and brow ! 
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IN MEMOEY OF T. & B., WHO WAS 
DROWNED IN WINDERMERE LAKK 



So yonng and weU-beloved! and thut to 6ii 
To pass fiN)m all the beautiful and bright 

Of earth ! Well may the wailing cry 

Of hearts arise, whose hope thou wert^i and light! 

Gone from thy gladsome home, thy mother's breast, 
Gone from thy brothers' and thy sisters' side ! 

Gone from the heart, whereon thine own did rest, 
Thine early loved one — ^widowed e'^ a bride ! 

Oh! but they miss thee! Thine was wondrous power ! 

To soothe in sadness with thy voice of song, 
Speaking in mttsic at each eve-tide hour. 

Bearing all hearts with thine from earth along ! 

All things were beautiful around thee!— all 
That love could wish thee, did tby life fulfil ! 

Why did death's shadow on life's morning fall? 
Vain questioner! — God wiUs and ndea — be still! 
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Thy glorious youth will be eternal now, 

The world's breath thy pure spirit ne'er may taint, 

A harp of gold, a crown upon thy brow, 
*Mid scenes poor human fancy cannot paint. 

It seems like yesterday since thy warm heart 
Was panting, yearning for its home above ! 

Ah, little thought we that thou wouldst depart, 
So early from earth's happy home of love ! 

Glad came thy last words to a mourner here. 
Telling of Jesus' love and death for thee ! 

'Twas this that best had power to dry the tear, 
And calm the tumult of her agony ! 

Soon from that table, by a Saviour's spread. 
Where thou didst joy in all thy sins forgiven ! 

Soon wert thou taken, our beloved dead, 
And welcomed by a living Christ in heaven ! 

To Him We give thee, and though tears wUl rise, 
And fruitless yearnings will at times oppress. 

This comfort deep within each spirit lies, — 

" He wounds to heal," and " chastens but to bless !" 
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We shall know all things soon, as we are known, 
And bless the stroke a Father*8 hand hath given; ^ 

JSoon will the fleeting days of life be flown, 
Soon we shall meet the early loved in heaven. 



A PRAYER 

That my steps may not slide 

Upon life's way, 
God ! my steps uphold 

From day to day : 
Be Thou my Friend, my Guide, 
For I have none beside; 
Oh ! let me lean on Thee; 
My changeless portion be ! 

If Thou withdraw Thine arm, 

Then I shall fall! 
Be Husband, Father, Friend, 

Be aU in all! 
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Oh ! let no idol reign 
In this poor heart again, 
Nor dare nsorp Thy throne, 
Thine, Lord, and Thine alone ! 

Thy gifts I give to Thee, 
Myself, my child ! 

Oh 1 make and keep us Thine—- 
Thine undefiled. 

Without Thee, Life is drear; 

But with Thee, who shall fear? 

Oh ! let Thy light divine 

Upon my spirit shine. 

This earth is not my home, 

I pant for Thee ! 
I long to soar beyond 

Life's misery ! 
My heart is sorely tried, 
But Thou art on my side; 
Away, then, doubt and fear ! 
Away, each burning tear ! 
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Oh ! but a littde while. 

And I shall rise 
Triumphant over sin, 

Beyond the skies : 
Bat patience, Saviour, give, 
In Thee to die or live, 
And hear my feeble call; 
Uphold me, or I fall ! 



MEMORY. 

Ever, oh ! ever that life may be, 
A sad, calm, holy dream of Thee ! 
I love not the festive circle now. 
For grief is stamped on my burning brow; 
The bird that mourns o'er her shattered nest 
Knows not half of my heart's unrest ! 
And dying summer's last, lone rose 
Tell's not half of my lonely woes ! 
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I have seen the autumn's withered leaf, 
Truly it pictures my heart's wan grief, 
And winter's wild and wailing ciy 
Echoes my spirit's bitter sigh ! 
I stand alone, in my little cot; 
There is no scene, I remember not ! 
I listen ! and like a silvery bell, 
A voice breathes forth its mystic spell ! 
And eyes, whose flashing, loving light, 
Breaks the cloud of my life's long night ! 
Oh ! these dreams so sweet, yet so vain, 
Earth may not give to life again ! 
Pleasure calls ! I heed it not : 

I dwell with thee, in memory's cell; 
Never, love, art thou forgot ! 

Ever yet with thee I dwell ! 
Spirit! spirit! where art thou? 
Whither wandering, flying, now? 
Can the love of the true-hearted 
Be by death or distance parted? 
Can the grave hold back from me. 
Spirit, love, thee, sweet one, thee ! 
Nay ! thy lips I may not press, 
And thy voice comes not to bless; 
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But thy love! — Is 't mine no longer? 

Yes ! thank God, death makes it stronger. 

Chastened, holy, and undying, 

Ever to mine own replying; 

Ever and anon revealing 

New and wondrous depths of feeling; 

Whispering that thy babe and I 

Are thy loved unceasing care, 
Pointing to yon starry sky, 

Urging us to meet thee there ! 
Well it was, that thou wert taken, 
Nothing less my soul had shaken; 
Thou didst die, that I might be 
With thee, sweet, eternally ! 
Well I know that thou art near, 
Oft I feel thy spirit here. 
Making sacred every spot, 
In my quiet little cot ! 
Oh ! L live in fancy's world. 

And in memory's secret cell 
I can revel undisturbed 

'Mid the scenes I love so well ! 
Ever, oh ! ever that life may be, 
A sad, calm, holy dream of thee ! 
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LIGHT IN DARKNESS. 

Y£S ! thou shalt rise again, mine own, that treasured 

dust of thine 
Shall yet in all its glorious youth and tenfold beauty 

shine ! 
Not ever, oh ! not ever, thy prison-house shall 

be 
Closed in its loneliness and gloom, calm slumberer, 

over thee ! 

I know not when this weary heart and burning brow 

may rest. 
And share thy dreamless sleep awhile, on thine un- 

conscious breast; 
I yearn for it, oh! often yearn, but still with patiencei 

wait, 
Not ever shall I be alone I not ever desolate ! 
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I've learned to mark thy resting-place with calm 

though tearful eye, 
IVe learned to feel it is no dark or bitter thing to die ! 
I've learned to' how beneath the stroke, to bow and 

bless the rod, 
That raised my earth-bound heart to heaven, and 

fixed it on its Qod! 

And thou art shining brightly there, my angel- 
husband, now! 

No earthly thought can cast its shade on thine all- 
glorious brow ! 

And I can think about thee, with sad, yet tlutokful 
heart, — 

Sad when I think of what / am, but glad for what 
thou art. 

What if my earthly bed be thorns, my earthly cup be 

tears! 
How soon, how very soon will fly Time's swiftly 

rolling years ! 
And then to be eternally — etemalli/ with thee ! 
This hope indeed is sunshine o*er life's gloomy path 

to me. 
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And, oh I to watch thy sleeping dust, to watch with 

yearning prayer, 
^* Thy kingdom come," mighty God! when, when 

wilt thou appear? 
" Thy kingdom come," oh ! when shall earth her 

shrouded ones give back? 
When shall thy trumpet-cry be heard, " Awake, ye 

dead, awake!" 

Awake ! and be ye perfect, perfect in love and joy. 
In holiness without a shade^ in bliss without 

alloy. 
The widow's wail no longer be heard throughout the 

plain. 
The orphan's ciy of anguish be turned to song 

again! 

And tears be known no longer, light beam forth 

from each eye, 

Eeflected from the dazzling blaze of matchless Deity ! 

And broken hearts be bound up, and the long-parted 

meet. 
Where parting will be known no more, but love be 

all complete. 
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Yes ! yes the day will dawn soon ! my husband, thou 

shalt rise, 
Together with thy faithfol one, to take our crown 

and prize ! 
And Iky gentle little child and mine ! we'll lead her to 

the throne 
Of our Bedeemer, and present her there £[is bought, 

His own ! 



THE DREAMER 

I SAW a maiden, and youth's first and sweetest dream 

was o'er her, 
Her future seemed a cloudless path, far-spread and 

gay before her ; 
No shadow of a shade of care had fallen on her 

yet, 

The stamp of happiness and peace on her young life 
was set ! 
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They listened to her voice of song, so exquisitely 

sweet, 
And bound her beaatifal young brow with flowers 

both choice and meet, 
For her to wear, who seemed as pure, as dearly 

prized as they — 
Oh, beautiful, dear dream of youth! when comes thy 

wakening, say? 

I saw one by her side who seemed dearer than all 

the rest — 
I heard him whisper in her ear, " Thou art my dearest, 

best !" 
I saw her raise her mild blue eye which told the 

same to him, 
For their former lustre was not there, with tear-drops 

they were dim ! 
She had been nurtured in the lap of luxury, and knew 
How full of vice the world of fEUshion is, and oh ! 

how few 
Can keep in it their artlessness, and trembled as she 

lay 
Upon his bosom! — Early dream, came then thy 

wakening, say? 
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No ! not yet came thy wakening, *twas the shadow of 

a shade, 
The doabt, the thought, the trembling, that on her 

young heart was laid, 
The fear of what the future might be, what the past 

did seem. 
The troubling, not the wakening yet, of love's most 

holy dream ! 
I saw him come to her again, I saw him by her side, 
And he looked on her with all his former love and all 

his pride ; 
But the beauty she had loved in him had passed 

away, away ! — 
Ob, early dream of happiness ! came then thy waken- 
ing, say? 

Yes! then thy wakening came, bright dream, and 

never more her gaze 
Was raised to meet his own, as in their young and 

happy days; 
The beauty she had loved had gone, the purity, the 

truth, 
That had made him so dear to her in their unclouded 

youth. 
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She spoke long, long, and earnestly of all their joyous 

past, 
And told him that their meeting then must be, on 

earth, the last ! 
And then a trembling came upon the voice so firm 

before. 
And the dreamer bowed her head in grief, for youth's 

sweet dream was o'er ! 

I saw him leave her, and I saw him in his worldly track, 
I saw him turn and leave her, and he never once 

looked back ; 
But rushed on all unthinkingly, and deeper, further 

stiU, 
Plunged in each haunt of worldliness, of fully, and 

of ill! 
I saw her when he left her, and a fearful change was 

there. 
Her early dream had vanished, and her brow was 

stamped with care ; 
There was no tear-drop in her eye, the smile beamed 

forth no more. 
And like a sleeper, there she lay — ^but lifi% brief 

dream was o^er! 
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«I STILL MUST LOVE!** 

Oh ! do not love, nor let thy spirit's home 

Be in this wilderness of woe ! Love God! 

Or, if thou must love something here below, 

Look on the flowers, and love them, love the trees. 

Ay, love all nature, but love not thy kind, 

Or they will cast it back upon the heart 

That poured it forth ! Oh, love the flowers, guard 

them, 
Watch o*er and cherish them, and thou wilt see 
They'll smile upon thee and return thy love ! 
They change not but in death, and all things die ; 
But even then their perfume still is left 
To gladden thee ! Not oft on earth is found 
The memory of departed love so sweet. 
Oh, do not love ! 'Twere better that thy heart 
Had never glowed with life than love, and tell it. 
'Twould either be betrayed, or be cast off 
And spumed, as though it were a worthless thing; 
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Or else the object of its love would die, 

And leave it lonely in a loveless world. 

Then, if thou mutt lave, love the flower, but oh ! 

E'en that*s a fading thing ! Not in its love — 

I said 'twould smile on thee while life remained — 

Bat it will die/ and then thou art alone ! 

Yet thou may'st love the flower, for it will teach 

Thy soul to love its Maker ! He alone 

Is changeless and undying! All things else, 

However beautiful they be, must fade ! 

Then, dearest, worship only, only God ! 



TO 



Deabeb than rest to the wanderer's limbs, 
Than the flower to the summer bee. 

Or the wearied exile's native dime, 
Thou hast ever been to me ! 
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Oh ! thon wert the star of each lonely night, 

My hope in each darksome hour ; 
And softly upon me this loving light 

Fell ^th its soothing power ! 

My heart's sweet home was in thy pure breast, 

My joy in thy beaming smile, 
I was weary, but thou wert my spirit's rest, 

I wept, but was glad the while ! 

I wander in distant lands, and still. 

Like the rays of the parting son, 
Thy memory will gently through me thrill 

When the burning day is done ! 

And uh, I yearn for our distant home. 

For the voices far away, 
That would bid me in earnest accents "come !" 

That would diide my long delay. 

I'm weary ! but yet for a litde while 

I must linger in patience here ; 
It will not be long till thy loving smile 

Shall the wuiderer's spirit che^ ! 
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Tm weary, I'm absent! HI seek my rest; 

Deep twilight spreads over the sea : 
I'm weary! The dream that I love the best 

Shall soothe me ! — the dream of thee ! 



THE SISTERS. 

Oh ! it was pleasing to the soul to see, 
That maiden with her sister on her knee. 
A gentle orphan babe, of all bereft 
Save of a sister's love, that still was left 

The maiden scarce had sixteen summers seen, 

But years of anxious sorrow they had been. 

For thoughts of agony, and burning tears. 

Had flowed in secret through those by-gone years. 

For she had caught a mother's latest sigb, 

And closed a tender father's lifeless eye ! 

Well might deep shades of thought be on her brow, 

Well might a woman's heart be hers e'en now ! 
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Although her girlhood yet had scarcelj flown. 
But girlhood's lightness she had never known. 
The dark-eyed maid still in the cottage dwelt, 
Where, when a laughing infuit, she had knelt 
Beside her mother; where a mother's kiss 
Had made her think no world so fair as this. 
But soon disease shone in that mother^s eye, 
Flush'd her pale cheek, call*d forth the deep drawn 

sigh. 
Then the young maiden, her sweet efforts join'd 
With her fond Other's, who was but too kind. 
He caught the infection, and ere long was laid 
Beside his wife in death's cold, dreary bed. 
The double blow, perchance, had been too keen. 
Had nothing dearer to her young heart been 
Than e'en a father's care, a mother's love. 
Ay ! valued every worldly thing above ! 
Henry was one whose love she well might call 
A thing beyond all price, her earthly all ! 
Theirs was a calm, sweet love, and oft they met 
'Mid scenes too bright and blessed to forget. 

The little Lucy grew a fairy thing, 
Unlike her sister, — like a flower of spring, 
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A happy rose-bud — a bright summer bird, 
With music in each merry laugh and word 
A glad and happy girl, with golden hair, 
A thing almost too bright, almost too flEdr. 
And Lucy's love around her sister twined, 
With grateful ardour, for each action kind ; 
Grace was to Lucy as a watchful mother, 
Henry to both of them a tender brother. 
To both of them) Ay, but he held a place 
More sacred in the quiet heart of Grace ! 
He was the village curate. Oft had she 
Heard words that deepened her idolatry, 
In that dear village church, where every tone 
Sank in her heart and made it more his own ! 
Once it was mutual ! Oh, how deeply strange, 
How fearful, that man's love so soon can change ! 
The eye may be deceived, but oh, how soon 
The heart will learn iU agonizing doom ! 
How soon it learns, when in the blush of youth, 
The first warm offerings of love and truth ! 
How anxiously it watches eveiy look, 
And writes them down in Mthful memory's book. 
But sooner sees it, when the unfeeling blaat 
Tells it the love that was its own has past ! 
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Tells it its deep idolatry is vain, 
And bids it dream of love no more again. 
Since Lucy's happy childhood now was o'er, 
The pensive Grace had Henry's love no more ! 
At least he still to her was as a brother. 
But his heart's love was burning for another, 
For one bright, innocent, and free from guile. 
Who bask'd beneath a mournful sister's smile. 
Yes, she was innocent, she stiU was blest, 
And Henr/s love for her was unconfess'd. 
But Grace saw childhood's fairest vision fade. 
And wounded pride arose, to lend an aid 
To her crush'd spirit, and to bear it up. 
That she might drink life's cruel, bitter cup ! 
She saw, but spoke not, for her woman's pride 
Told her that every feeling she must hide : 
Yet loved she Lucy e'en with double power. 
In this her dark and agonizing hour. 
At last he told his love, and Lucy heard 
With deepening blushes, and without a word ; 
But the sweet silence took away all fear. 
And said he was unspeakably dear ! 
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Then Lacy sought her sister, and did tell 

How much she loved, how true, how deep, how well, 

Him who had smiled upon her dawning years; 

Then hid her face, that she might hide her tears 

Upon that bosom which was rent in twain • 

With love it never might pour forth again ! 

But woman's love no selfish motive knows; 

Around the being whom she loves she throws 

A halo bright and perfect, and doth keep 

Her secret in her faithful bosom deep : 

She seeks her idol's happiness alone. 

And sacrifices self, nor makes it known. 

Grace met with Henry, and she tried to smile. 

E'en though her wounded heart was torn the while. 

He spoke not now the thoughtful maiden's praise, 

Nor pictured scenes of past or future days 

To her; but in the happy Lucy's ear 

He breathed soft words, and they became so dear. 

That Grace would tremble, for she could not bear 

To think that Lucy's heart a grief might share 

Like as her own, for she had lost the trust 

Her blighted spirit once had pour'd on dust. 

But Lucy's love was happier ! and the eve 

Before her bridal came, when she must leave 
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Her watchful sister^ and that night she crept 
Close in her bosom, and in silence wept 
Tears, but of mingled feelings, joy and pain. 
Tears which her too full heart could not retain ; 
Sad tears for earnest, holy love and true, 
And joyful tears for his, so strong, though new. 
She wept, and Grace bent o'er her, and her eye 
Was fixed on Lucy's calmly, mournfully; 
She would not dim her bliss e'en by a tear, 
Nor let a sign of sorrow then appear. 

The morning came, and Grace's hand supplied 
Each gift that was to deck the fair young bride! 
And Lucy smiled, the burst of grief was o'er, 
She clung to Henry, and she wept no more ! 
A cold, wild shudder pass'd o'er Grace's frame, 
As Lucy laid aside her maiden name ; 
But one deep struggle, and then all was past, 
Lucy was Henry's happy bride at last. 

But oh ! the eyes that never woe-drops shed. 
Except upon her soHtary bed, 
Soon became brilliant with consumption's light, 
The fruit of her young spirit's early blight; 
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The sad disease from which no power can save, 
Which laid her parents in the dreary grave. 
Oh ! much the heart can bear, and live on still, 
While everything on earth but tends to chill 
And jar its finest feelingSy and to wake 
Long, long past memories, then to bid it break. 
Grace saw ber sister in her happy home, 
Then yearned for hers within the silent tomb : 
The heart, with all its gentleness, its pride, 
Its dreams of what the world can ne'er provide, 
Its deep intensity of earthly love. 
Now sought its haven in a rest above. 

The spring, with its sweet birds and Sowers^ was 

come, 
And nature smiled around young Luc3r's home : 
Ay ! nature smiled, Lucy alone did mourn, 
Spring had come back, but Qrace did not return ! 
Oh ! nought on earth had had the power to save, 
And Lucy's tears fell on a sister's grave. 
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LINES. 

PvE seen tbee a last, last fond time, 
Thou star of my young sunny years, 

And I baste to a different dime, 
And lea^e thee, my idol, in tears. 

The past rushes o'er my soul now, 
The past, with its dreams of delight. 

When I gazed with deep trust on thy brow, 
And thought not of sorrow or blight. 

The past, with its beautiful sky, 

Its fedr, bright, andthornless young flowers; 
The past, that ne'er call'd forth a sigh 

Of regret for the joys that were ours. 

Adieu ! i&t my heart sickens while 

I dwell on the present alone, 
When I know that thy sweet pensive smile 

From my pathway for ever has flown. 
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Adieu ! for to tell of the scene 

That presents itself now to my view; 

Of all that must be, and has been, 
Would madden me, dearest, — adieu ! 



OH! NEVER MORE. 

Oh ! neTer more may my sad eye 
Meet thine with fervent gaze 

Again, and upon thee rely. 
As in our early days. 

Oh ! never more ! the dream is past, 

1 rarely see thee now; 
And when I do, I dare not gaze 

With trust upon thy brow. 

What is a poet*s lot? — To love, 

Worship, adore, in vain, 
To seek a love to all unknown, 

But his own burning brain. 
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Oh ! never more ! farewell 1 farewell ! 

I am no more to thee 
Than any of earth's giddy throng. 

But thou art all to me. 



'TWAS THUS WITH THEE. 

*TwAS thus with thee, dear one, in long past years, 

/ had to smooth thy brow, to calm thy fears, 

To hush thy trembling heart, and bid thee rest. 

Gently and tranquilly, upon my breast. 

A cloud was over thee, dark was thy sky, 

/ saw thy tears, / only heard thee sigh; 

Thy path was gloomy, but not lonely, no ! 

For / was near thee, and I shared thy woe. 

Deep was thy grief, and yet it passed away. 

Just as the night gives place again to day. 

It passed ! I saw thee smile, thy tears were o'er, 

I smiled with thee, as I had wept before. 

But thou art changed ! thy words are light and vain, 

I must not love as I have loved, again 1 

M 



1 70 TO A fUlSA. 



f th/mio^ titee pcffect r but I iamd tfee ciij, 
ly/re^i «aHj dream Iim ▼■niifctd fir a«aj! 
I mcrtim tlios art aa c ha ng ed ^ tfco ^^ fiitbM 
But, oh! thjirorda^iaateadofaooddi^— diiU! 
Thrjfo art not what I thought thee! and my brain 
KnnM with the thooght that rooth's wild dreams are 

Tain! 
I giTe thee up! — ^how ooold I loTe thee more, 
8inee all thy purity of life ia o'en 



TO A FRIEND, ON THE BIRTH OF HER 

BROTHER 

I WISH thee joy^ my dear young friend, 

Of thy sweet little brother; 
And for returning health, which beams 

On thy beloved mother. 

Oh ! I can truly sympathise 

With all thy feelings now; 
The tears of joy which fill thine 

The rapture on thy brow. 
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I have a sister ! a sweet flower, 
By heavenly goodness given, 

Methinks, to gladden each dark hour, 
And bid me think of heaven. 

Oh t I could weep ! 7U>t tears of woe, 

But burning joy repressed, 
Whenever I fold <mr treasure to 

A sister's loving breast. 

I wish thee joy ! Oh, with what care 

We*U guard their infant hours ! 
And strew around their early path 
^^ Affection's choicest flowers. 

Why should they know a pang, when we, 
'^' Who love so deep and well, 

Watch ov^ them with feelings such 
^ As none but we can tell ! 

Again I wish thee joy, my friend. 

Of this new gift of love ; 
May peace with all thy feelings blend — 

The peace of Qod above ! 
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Now, I commend thee unto Him, 

Whatever may befall, 
And may He smile upon you now. 

And ever bless ye all. 



TIME'S CHANGES. 

Beneath the canopy of southern skies 

She dwelt, a mourner in a foreign land ! 

Yet not alone ! — there was one by her side. 

Whose love was all unchanged; a brother's heart 

Still clung to her in woe. Their home had been 

Far in a northern land, but they had sought 

A clime more genial, for a fearful blight 

Had fallen on the maiden. In young years 

Beside her brother she had ever played. 

One only shared their sports ; pure as themselves 

And gentle ; he was as their shade. So firm. 

So closely were they bound together, that 

They deemed no blast could sever them. But change, 
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The lot of all, came o'er that trio, and 

The heart they thought so like their own, did turn 

To worldly follies; and the brother wept 

Beside his sister, — yet did dry her tears ! 

And as he dried them, faster still they flowed, 

Until he thought her heart would burst; and then 

He knew that it was won by him whose laugh 

Had made the valleys ring when blent with theirs ! 

He knew that voice had entered in her soul 

Too deeply, and he would have sought revenge. 

But gently she did chide him, and her tears 

Ceased flowing. He was changed in all 

Save lus young love ; he still at times was seen 

Beside her, for she was a gentle one, 

And beautiful — that any heart might love. 

'Twas by degrees he left her, for the world 

Won him not all at once from that fair girl. 

There were some better moments in his life, 

When he woidd have resigned the world, and all 

That he had turned to, for one hour like as 

His boyhood's hours. It might not be ! The earth 

Had now too strong a hold upon him, e'en 

His countenance was changed : his brow was stamped 

With care — a guilty conscience looked forth there* 
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He left them altogether; then the heart. 

Whose wealth had all been wasted, drooped. 

« » « « « 

The sun, 
The gorgeous sun of Italy, was set; 
The deep, rich purple of the twilight hour 
Tinted the sunset sky. Oh, such a calm 
Was reigning, that one might have deemed no form 
Of mortal mould was there ! Upon a couch 
Of crimson velvet rested a fair girl, 
And bending o'er her was an anxious youth, 
Watching each fitfid change. They were the same 
Whom last we saw far in a distant land. 
Why came they here] Look on that altered form; 
Behold that burning spot upon her cheek. 
The restless fever, ever and anon 
Troubling her rest ! Well might they leave the blast 
That blew too roughly in their northern home, 
To seek a genial sphere 1 Their young hearts were 
Oppressed with many sorrows, they were now 
Alone and orphans ! And that brother dung 
Close to his sister, and, with trembUng, saw 
That she must die. She slept; and oh! 
The light that shone upon her brow, so dear, so pure. 
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So beautiful, spoke to his soul of hope ! 
She yet might live ! Nearer he drew to her, 
And the big tears were starting from their cells ! 
He shuddered ! What dark dream doth haunt her now ? 
'Twas but a moment's struggle, then it passed, 
And peace again shone on her brow, and light, 
And gladness. She awoke composed, and drew 
Her brother closer unto her, and then, 
In low and thrilling music pomred her strain ; 

Speak gently, gently, unto him, 
I've known his young heart bow. 

At words ungentle, and such words 
Must not be spoken now I 

Speak kindly, kindly, unto him. 
Draw him from error's track ; 

My brother, strive to win our own. 
Our early loved one back ! 

Speak soothingly unto him, love, 

I know that there will be 
Some moments in his after-life 

When he will weep for me. 
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Speak softly, softly, unto him, 

And tell him I am gone 
To that bright world, where tears no more 

Nor parting hours are known. 

Speak solemnly, yet gently, love, 

And tell him that my prayer, 
When life was quickly ebbing, was 

That we might meet him there ! 

Speak gently, gently, unto him, 

Oh ! blessed it will be, 
Shouldst thou win him back from error's track, 

To share thy joys with thee. 

Her strain was ended, but before its close 
Her voice sank to a whisper, and her eyes 
Grew brighter in her weakness, and a beam 
Unearthly lit her features : 'twas the last 
Sweet, sad, forgiving song she sang, and then 
Clasped in her mourning brother's arms, she lay 
In meek submission, till the hand of Death 
Would free her &om the earth. There had been 
deep. 
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Ay ! fearfiil straggles, and the last drew nigb, 

The latest moment she should pass with him, 

Who had not shrank from sharing every grief 

That deeply darkened o*er her young life's path. 

Oh ! but he keenly felt the dying glance! 

She bent upon him ! 'Twas so full of love, 

Of speechless gratitude, for all the care 

That he had shown her; wildly he returned 

Her calm, submissiye gaze. He felt the world 

Would be a blank to him I The struggle passed, 

And, beautiful in death, before him 

She did slumber! 

* ♦ ♦ ♦ 

Three more summer suns 
Had gladdened earth; and in those rolling years 
Time's changes had been many. The lone heart 
Of that young orphan brother bent, and yet 
It broke not. There were dying accents still 
Within his ear. Till now, vainly he'd sought 
For him whose steps had turned to Vice's paths. 
Now he had found him, stretched upon the bed 
Of agony and pain. He was alone ! 
For those who had been near when fortune smiled 
Had left him there to die ! An outcast now 1 
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Wild, burning, and delirioas words he spoke, 
Of early days, and early purity ! 
And then a name did tremble on his lips, 
Her name ! but she was gone, she might not soothe 
His darkened brow. He called upon her long 
And wildly ; had she been on earth, she would 
Have spoken gently to him. He who gazed 
Upon the sufferer knew it; so his hand 
Moistened the parchM lips, and cooled the brow 
That burnt with madness, till, by slow degrees, 
The fierceness of the fever left him, and he knew 
The brother of his blighted one stood by him ! 
The pangs which racked his body, what were they 
To those which tore his soul? He could have met 
Him £Eu;e to fia.ce, and bid defiance to him. 
Had the wronged one sought revenge; but gentle 
And forgiving eyes were bent upon him. 

And his spirit quailed beneath them ! 

* # # ♦ 

Days passed; 
A change came o'er the sufferer; his pale brow 
Now wore a calmer aspect He had heard 
The words tike spoke when dying; and the voice 
Of her heart-broken brother, sad and low. 
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Had whispered hopes of Heaven, of Heaven's great 

love 
And boundless mercy ; he had sought and found 
That peace and pardon which alone could heal 
His guilty, sin-sick soul. A change was there ! 
It was the change that knows no change: — 'twas 

Death ! 
Weil was the sister's dying wish fulfilled ! 
And now his work was done, he hailed the call 
To dwell with her again. Oh ! little then 
Would seem to them the trials they endured 
On earth, for they had taught their hearts to seek 
A better rest in brighter spheres above ! 



TO 



God bless thee, love, for all thy oft-repeated gifts of 

flowers. 
The fiiirest gems that ever came to deck this world 

of ours ; 



180 TO 



« « 



They soothe me in my sadness^ they will chase the 

gloom away 
That gathers round my sinking firame more darkly, 

day by day. 



They were dear to me long ere affliction's touch had 

paled my brow, 
Yes, very dear, but oh, my friend ! not half so dear 



as now; 



For I may not see them blooming on thei^ earthy 

bed of rest, 
But thou hast brought them to me here, my kindest, 

dearest, best I 



I gaze upon their loveliness, they draw my thoughts 

to Heaven, 
And I bless their great Creator for the treasures He 

hath given ; 
My heart has one deep prayer for thee, and oh ! I 

trust He will 
Preserve thee from the follies of this earth, and all 

its iU; 
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^nd keep thee pure as these young flowers which 

thou hast brought to me — 
Nay, eveiy good that I could wish my spirit asks 

for thee ! 
Though feebly I have striven my heart's gratitude to 

tell, 
With thine own true gentle kindness, accept these 

lines. Farewell ! 



TO MY SISTER, ON THE FIRST ANNIVER- 
SARY OF HER BIRTHDAY. 

My beautiful ! my beautiful ! a year has passed away 

Since first thou camest unto us ; we hail thy natal 
day! 

My treasured one thy sister's heart some offering 
would bring, 

And in thine infant ears she would words of affec- 
tion sing ! 
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How ilecftiiig^ a jew has gone, and oh! since then 

haTebeen 
Deem minted fedings in all hearts around thee, love, 

I ween; 
Bat thy yoong spirit hath not yet one sorrow had to 

bear — 
I bless oar God in heaven this day for answering my 

prayer! 



I liaye been parted firom thee long, my own, my 

sister dear, 
My heart has been o'er-prest with grief full many a 

time this year; 
The hand of sickness hath, with heavy touch, been 

laid on me, 
But its weary pressure hath been soothed by thoughts, 

sweet babe, of thee ! 



Thy smile would haunt me when away, far fur away, 

alone, 
And the memories of thy soft^ low voice, my precious 

little one. 



1 

I 



T, ISJ 






And caoae anBCtkiae, EkeaboBB of k uMu u to £11 
«7 



And I shaO tdl of otlicr dumges vkkk tiik yew halh 

wroagfaty 
(Ah! there is one vlddi oft hath caoBed me deep and 

pensiTe thoag^t!) 
Scarce six brief weda of thy young iife amoi^gst us 

had been spent, 
Before another tender flower to our oold world was 

sent 



Awile ye bloomed together, till a blight upon him' 

fell, 
And he was taken from this earth with angels bright 

to dwell ! 
The chill of death crept o'er his frame, and damped 

his little brow ; 
Oh! I weep to think how lonely they must feel 

without him now ! 



/'* 
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I know he is a holy thing, where sorrow enters not, 
I know the pangs he suffered here, in heaven are all 

forgot, 
I know that it is best for him, but oh ! this selfish 

heart 
Still mourns to think that one so young and lovely 

should depart. 

It makes me think it possible that thou, our treasure, 

too, 
Mightest be taken, and those eyes, so beautifully blue. 
Be closed in death ! Oh, painful thought I I dare not 

on it dwell, 
I fear I love too doatingly, sweet babe, and oh, too 

well! 

Oh ! grant me grace to do Thy will, Infinite Power 

divine. 
Subdue my heart, and let it know no other way but 

Thine; 
Yet, should it be consistent with Thy wise and holy 

will, 
Spare her to gladden aU our hearts ! oh^ spare my 

sister stiUI 
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Oh, shed on her thy richest gifts, and let her young 

life be 
A blessed and a holy one, devoted unto thee! 
Oh, gently guard her youthful steps, and shield her 

with thy lore. 
And guide her through life's wilderness to mansions 

bright above. 



OH! FOE THAT HOME. 

Oh ! for that home where the 

Loved ones are now ! 
Far, far beyond the tomb. 

Crowned is each brow 
With gems of glory bright ! 

Jesus is there ! 
In that pure realm of light. 

Enters no care ! 

N 
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Ob, for that home ! My heart 

Surely mil break I 
When, Lord, shall I depart 

And sleep, nor wake 
Again on earth ? — how long 

Shall my heart pine 
To join that happy throng. 

Saviour divine ! 

Oh, for that home I Yet Thou 

Canst keep me still; 
Qrant me more patience to 

Suffer Thy will ! 
Father, Thou knowest best 

My will is vain; 
I know there is a rest 

That shall remain/ 
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HELP ME TO BEAR* IT, DEAREST. 

Help me to bear it^ dearest, 

Help me to bear it now ; 
For grief is upon my heart, dearest, 

And pain upon my brow. 

Let me hear thy voice, dearest, 

Its softly soothing tone ! 
For my heart is filled with agony, 

It cannot bear alone. 

Tell me of Heaven, dearest. 

Speak of that blessed shore, 
Of the time that is coming soon, dearest. 

When we shall weep no more. 

Oh ! I am weary, dearest ; 

Tell me of that sweet rest 
In the new Jerusalem above, 

On a Saviour's loving breast. 
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I want more patience, dearest, 
More in these gloomy hours, 

These shades that so often come, dearest, 
In this bleai: world of ours. 

Help me to bear it, dearest! 

For pain is upon my brow, 
And grief is bowing down my heart. 

Oh ! help me to bear it now. 



OH ! THINK HOW ITE LOVED THEE. 

Oh ! think how Pve loved thee, when sorrow comes 

o'er thee. 
When clouds of affliction shall darken thy rest; 
When the world shall no longer be pleasing before 

thee. 
Oh ! think how I've loved thee, my brightest, my best. 
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Oh ! think how I've loved thee, when far from thy 

kindred, 
When gloom is upon thee, when darkness is nigh; 
When the dim spark of hope shall no longer be 

kindled, 
Or if it should glimmer, be quenched with a sigh. 

Think not how Tve loved thee, if gay ones be near 

thee, 
If homage and favour shotdd rest upon thee, 
If surrounded by those who may love, or may fear thee, 
Cloud not thy life's brightness by thinking of me. 

Oh ! how have I loved thee 1 though thou wert above 

me. 
Far, far as the planet that rules in the night ; 
So gentle, so holy, I could not but love thee, 
And treasure thee ever in memory's sight. 

Oh ! think how I've loved thee ! deep sorrows have 

tried me ! 
I change not as others more joyous may change ; 
In Ught or in darkness unaltered beside thee 
I stand, thy long tried one, whom nought can estrange. 
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Oh ! think how I've loved thee, and how wilt thoa 

bear it, 
If sorrow should rob thee of joy and of rest; 
Yet weep not, though deep, and though dark, I will 

share it. 
And help thee to smile again, dearest, and best. 



OH ! SPEAK NOT OF IT. 

Oh ! speak not of it ! 'twas a fleeting thing, 
That blossomed sweetly for a few short years, 
A gentle dream that fondly then did cling 
Around me, unaccompanied by fears. 

Tell me not of it ! no, not by a look, 
For that would shake the heart I try to steel, 
'Twould be a thing my spirit could not brook, 
And shew thee thoughts my spirit should conceal 
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Tell me not of it ! no, not by a sigh, 

'Twouid wring, perchance, responding ones from me, 

Or it might teach my spirit to rely 

Again all wild and vainly upon thee. 

Tell me not of it then^ but let it fade 
From off my memory, I would weep no more : 
Forget the early worship that was paid 
To thee by one whose earthly love is o*er. 

Thou art not what I thought thee, else the breath 
Of doubt had failed to shake thy love's sweet power ; 
But oh ! *tis ever so with earthly fsdth, 
And earthly hopes, they wither like a flower ! 

Oh ! like the flower thy love for me hath been ! 
*Twas nurtured, tended with untiring care ; 
The wind passed over it ! then it was seen 
A fisuied thing, the stonn refused to spare. 

And yet its leaves I gathered to my heart. 
Their perfume round me sadly now they fling; 
Oh ! why should earthly treasure so depart^ 
Why love's sweet memories only sorrow bring 1 
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Oh ! speak not of it ! for my thoughts must rise 
Beyond these dreamings, and above these fears; 
My hearths sweet haven is beyond the skies. 
Where love blooms ever, nnbaptized by tears. 



I BLESS THEE, GOD. 

I BLESS thee, Ood, that I could smooth 

His passage to the grave ! 
Could watch him till his latest hour, 

Although I could not save. 

I bless Thee, that my hand could wipe 
The death-damp from his brow ! 

(The hand most dear to him on earth,) 
I bless Thee for it now. 

I bless Thee, that my lips could speak 

Thy promise in his ear, — 
" Fear not, for I am with thee!" Then 

I knew he had no fear. 
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I bless Thee, for the power, not mine, 

To do all this, and more ; 
For I had ministered to all 

His wants for long before. 

Had other lips and other hands 

Than mine have cooled his brow, 
I should not, then, have had this sweet, 

This mournful comfort now. 

I knew that I could smooth his path, 

To Jordan's sweUing tide, 
For oh ! he loved me better far 

Than all the world beside. 

I knew it ! but I did not know 

What power was Thine to give 
To me, a weak and trembling one, 

To leave him there/ — and live! 

I was a strong one through the weeks 

Of weariness and pain ; 
Through long, long days, and longer nights, 

Bathing his burning brain : 
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And ligtening through those long, lone nights, 
To wandering words, and wild, 

Forgetful of the outer world, 
Aj ! almost of imr child. 

Wandering 1 and yet he knew me near, 
Knew 'twas my lips which press'd 

His boming ones, and that his head 
Was pillowed on my breast 

I was a strong one, but my love 

Was stronger far than I ; 
But oh ! Thy strength was over all, 

Thou Holy One— -Most High! 

But oh! I am a weak one now! 

A weary, bruisM reed; 
My strength is past! I want Thy help, 

Thy strength, my Qod, I need. 

I bless Thee, Thou hast taken him 
From griefs not small, nor few ! 

Tm weak and weary; hear the cry 
Of weakness, — ^take me too ! 
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I'm weak and weary, yet if Thon 

But give me strength divine, 
My patient cry will be again, — 

" Not my will, Lord, but Thine 1" 

But oh ! without Thee, bitter thoughts 

And murmuring ones arise. 
My heart doth waste itself away, 

In tears, and groans, and sighs. 

But help me, Lord ! help me to wait 

With patience all Thy will; 
I bless Thee for the past, and pray, — 

" Be Thou my helper stiU/' 



THE HEART'S DOUBTINGS. 

It is a weary, weary time, and desolate, to be 
Far from my childhood's home, and all that makes 
it dear to me. 
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To meet no look of kindness from a dear familiar 

eye, 
And feel a dim presentiment that shortly I must 

die. 
Would I might once more gently lay my head upon 

thy breast, 
'Tvrould still the throbbings of my brain, and calm 

my heart's unrest; 
For thou didst whisper words which fell like music 

on my ear, 
No flatteiy in iky tale of love, 'twas truth that made 

it dear. 
I had mistrusted thee, for words like thine had oft 

before 
Been spoken, till with weariness I heard them o'er 

and o'er. 
From idle lips, which strove to win, I knew but to 

forsake, 
To teach the trusting heart to love, and then to bid 

it break. 
I knew it, love ! for so the world has been and still 

must be, 
And so I heard thy words unmoved, and so mis- 
trusted thee. 
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But years passed on, and thou wert still unaltered by 

my side ; 
Long weary years, my precious one, thy love and 

truth were tried! 
I gave my heart to thee ! But now, to be so long 

apart, 
Falls like a death-blow on the hopes of my grief- 
stricken heart. 
Mistrust will come ! I know not why, unless it be 

that thou 
Wert kinder in my absence first, and sadder too than 

now; 
Thy oft-sent messages of love soothed many a weary 

hour. 
And chased away the clouds that oftentimes began to 

lower. 
I will not judge thee till I gaze upon thy brow 

again. 
And if its light hath fled away, my hopes of thee are 

vain; 
/ have a flower!* and while it blooms and loves, and 

leaves me not, 
I will not murmur, for I shall not have a lonely lot. 

* My baby sister. 
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TO MY BKOTHER, ON HIS BIETHDAY. 

Mt predoiis little one! would I could be, 
On thy approaching birthday, near to thee, 
To press a sistei^s kiss on that young brow, 
And whisper every wi^ that fills me now. 

It cannot be ! for we are fur apart, 
Distance divides us^ love, though one in heart, 
So I must send to thee a little lay. 
To tell the wishes of my heart to-day. 

Yet can it speak a sister's love, or tell 
What she would have thee be ! or what a spell 
Of gladness o'er thy pathway she would fling. 
And keep thy heart a pure and happy thing. 

My little brother, no I for words are vain. 
And life a dream of mingled joy and pain. 
Thou art a mortal, and fiill well I know 
Thou canst not 'scape thy share of mortal's woe. 
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But 1 will weep with thee ; my smile shall come, 
Fondly responsive ever to thine own I 
Oh ! may the yean of joy which thou shalt know 
Make thee forget thy little hours of woe. 

Just one word more, before I cease my strain t 
I want to speak to thee of her again, 
Our little titter! she must ever be 
A mutual treasure unto thee and me. 

How dear ye both are to this heart of mine I 
And she and. I, I know, are dear to thine! 
A deep affection binds us, and we three 
Can surely know no lasting misery. 

Our parents, too, through all the tedious years 
Of infancy, what varied hopes and fears 
Their loving hearts have fiUed 1 oh, we must strive, 
Joy, peace, and comfort, those dear ones, to give. 

May God's best blessings rest on them ! and may 
He smile especially on thee to-day. 
Accept these simple Hues, they come to tell, 
But feebly, of thy sister's love. Farewell 
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,THE MOTHER'S PRAYER. 

I SAW a widowed mother, and a boy was on her 

knee, 
Whose infant years upon that day had only numbered 

three; 
I saw that she was anxious, for a tear was in her 

eye, 
She drew him to her bosom, as she heaved a mourn- 

fill sigh; 
Her heart was fiU'd with grief, which her baby seem'd 

to share, 
For he gazed upon her &ce, as she breathed for him 

a prayer. 

His little hands were clasped, and his bright blue eye 

wasl^ent 
On hers, whose look of earnestness with tender love 

was blent; 
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His rosy lips were moving too, she taught him what 

to say, 
And her heart was overflowing, as she heard her 

infant pray; 
Then the struggle deep was over, she gave him to the 

care 
Of Him who listened while she breathed a mother's 

fervent prayer. 



She gently raised her trembling hand, and placed it 

on his head. 
And blessed him, then she laid him down upon his 

little bed; 
He slept, and visions bright and fair came floating 

o'er his brain. 
But the widowed heart beside him turned and wept, 

and sighed again; 
She felt a load, a heavy load, her heart could scarcely 

bear. 
And poured it forth in burning words — she breathed 

a mother's prayer. 



o 
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Why wept the lonely mother? and why fell the 

burning tear 
Upon the brow so caLm, so pare, so innocent and dear 7 
The beautiful destroyer beamed within her sparkling 

eye, 
*Twa8 in the hectic on her cheek, 'twas in her'bosom^s 

sigh; 
She felt that she must leave him soon, the beautiful, 

the fair, 
She long had prayed, but now she breathed a dying 

mother's prayer. 

Time passed— ^the mother left her child all lonely 

here below, 
And his infant heart was early schooled in deep and 

bitter woe : 
But childhood's sorrows passed away, for childhood's 

woes are brief. 
And the God of orphans kindly healed the gentle 

boy's first grief; 
But fancy often to his ear a still small voice would 

bear. 
It was his mother's rich-toned voice, it was his 

mother's prayer. 
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I saw a youth, it was thd same whom I had seen a 

child, 
I knew him by his noble brow, so placid and so mild ; 
And pleasure tried to win the boy firom off religion's 

road, 
Temptations spread on every side, to lure him from 

his God ; 
But a form arose to memory's view, to sin he did not 

dare, 
It was his mother's form he saw, he heard his mother's 

prayer. 

And days and months and years sped on, and man- 
hood came at last, 

Nor, 'mid the trials of that time, did he forget the 
past; 

He called to mind his childhood's hours, he called to 
mind his youth. 

And all his early dreams that wore the colouring of 
truth; 

He thought him of his Qod, who kept him safe from 
every snare, 

He thought, too, of his mother — 'twas an answer to 
her prayer. 
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I saw a deathbed' scene ! and oh, my eyes were filled 

wiih tears, 
It was the child, the youth, the man, whom I had 

known for years ! 
But calm and safe his spirit was, his sins were all 

forgiven ; 
'^ Mother," he cried, " I come, I come ! to dwell with 

thee in heaven !" 
His eyelids closed, his spirit fled, I knew he must be 

where 
His mother was! he gloried in her fully answered 

prayer. 



WHAT ! FAITHFUL STILL. 

What ! futhfol still, though years have fled, 
Since I exchanged a thought with thee; 

Still futhfiQ! breathe those words again. 
Unaltered! dearest, can it be? 
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Faithful, though scarce a Mend is left 
Of those who shared my love of old ; 

Is thine the same, though other hearts 
Have all become unkind and cold? 

Sayest thou, that, though I dreamt it not. 
Thy thoughts have often turned to me? 

I loved thee ! but I did not deem 
That thou didst love so faithfully ! 

Sayest thou that oft the evetide prayer 
Has from thy lips been breathed on high 

For me ! and didst thou still, for me, 

Drop memory's tear — ^breathe memory's sigh? 

Thy words are like a cooling shower 
Of heaven's refreshing, soothing rain ; 

My hopes were like the drooping flower, 
But thou hast made them bloom again ! 

They calm the throbbings of my brain, 
And through Hay bosom sweetly thrill : 

Thank Qod! that thou, through years of change, 
And much of woe, art faithful stilL 
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ON SEEING A YOUNG FRIEND IN HIS 

FIRST COAT. 

Thy boyhood is passing, oh ! would I could weep, 
That the well-springs of sorrow might then be less deep ! 
Thy boyhood, with gladness and purity fraught, 
Is passing away, for I see thy first coat ! 

Thy boyhood ! thy boyhood I what dreams of delight, 
No shadow to darken, no sorrow to blight, 
No care to annoy thy young heart, glad and free. 
Oh ! what a bright boyhood is passing from thee ! 

I knew one, who, like thee, had no shade on his brow, 
He was equally gentle and trusting as thou; 
He was perfect ! at least I believed him so then. 
But it passed, and I never shall think it again. 

I saw his first coat, with deep feelings of joy, 
I was glad when they called him no longer a boy; 
But I tremble for thee ! for I see that at last 
The innocent dreams of his boyhood have passed. 
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Thy manhood is dawning! the trngt of thy youth, 
The thrill of wild pleasure, the feelings of truth 
May vanish, and then we may find in thdr room 
Dark suspicion, miBtrust, perchance feelings of gloom- 

The past has been joyous : then oh, may there be 
As sunny a future in store yet for thee ! 
The past has been pure; may the future have still 
A pathway for thee, all untainted by ill ! 

My best wishes for thee I will pour in a prayer 
To Him who has long ago made thee His care ; 
If He be thy Friend, naught on earth can annoy, 
And thou wilt be Uest, as when thou wert a boy. 



I CANNOT BE THINE. 

Oh ! couldst thou but read what my spirit now feels, 
What it broods o'er, and mourns o'er, but never 
reveals. 
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Thou wonldst tarn from me, kindly, that soul-piercing 

eye, 
To which mine may offer no loving reply. 
The future I dread ! dark forebodings are mine. 
Oh! canst thou forget me? I must not be thine ! 

They name thee not now as they named thee of yore. 
They speak of thee still, but with kindness no more ; 
They know of thy love; but they only complain 
Of thine earnest affection, and say it is vain ! 
Oh, wilt thou forget me, and strive to resign 
The hopes that were dear, for I cannot be thine. 

I tell thee I dread the dark future, for ohi . 
'Tis gloomy, 'tis dreaiy, and imaged with woe ; 
The path we believed would be covered with flowers 
Is like to a desert, it must not be ours ; 
Be happy ! be happy ! such lot may be mine, 
I am desolate-hearted ! I dare not be thine ! 

The past lives before me ! the happy, the free, 
When others were kind, good, and gentle as thee. 
My soul is in darkness, think'st thou I could bear 
To shadow thine, all its deep darkness to share ? 



[ 
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No ! leave me; I'll pray that each good may entwine 
With thy life's every movement^ but will not be 
thine ! 



TM EVEE NEAR THEE. 

Pm ever near thee ! through the long, long day, 
With thee when sorrow comes — when I am gay ; 
When smiles are on my brow, when tears do fall, 
I'm near thee ever, love, my earthly alL 

I'm near thee ever, when the crowd is by; 
Near tbee, still near thee, love, when none are nigh; 
When not a sound along my path is heard, 
Save the faint music of the early bird. 

I'm near thee ever, and this heart shall be 
Thy faithful home, for all thy love to me ! 
For all thy tireless love through tedious years 
Of dark uncertainty, of grief and tears ! 
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I am near thee ever, love ; and now at last 
Oar sky is brighter, for the clouds lure past ! 
And now my dearest earthly aim shall be, 
To love thee well as thou hast lovM me ! 



A BRIGHTER DAY WILL DAWN. 

A BSiOHTEB day will dawn 
On you and me ere long, 
And we shall dwell with shining hosts. 
And angel-bands among ! 

A brighter sun will shine 
After this darksome night 
Of sorrow, and that sun will beam 
With never-ending light ! 

And angel-eyes will glance 
With rapture as we soar 
Aloft, to dwell with them in peace 
And joy for evermore ! 
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Dark is our pathway here, 
And lone, and rugged too ; 
But He who has decreed it so 
Can guide us safely through ! 

He took our prop and hope — 
'Twas well that He did so! 
Else had our hearts too closely clung 
To this wide world of woe ! 

He took my early love — 
My husband, and your son ! 
And then He made us, weeping, say — 
God'B righteous will be done ! 

He took him ere the world 

Had breathed on his young soul ; 
Transplanted yonder, our fair flower, 
Our beautiful — my all ! 

It was an earthly arm 
We leaned on, in our piide; 
We blindly trusted in the dust, 
Until our idol died ! 



. ^d^ jmtai eirxKfc! 
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If rest be sweet to him 
Who died in life's bright mom, 
What will It be to ns, who are 
Heart-broken and alone ! 

Oh ! soon the day will dawn 
That will not have a night ; 
We're trusting in the darkness now, 
But fEdth will then be sight ! 

Then do thou live in hope! 
And ohy how fedn would I ! 
Beyond these clouds, and mist, and gloom, 
Are glories bright and high : 

Where you and I shall meet 
With him we loved so here — 
For ever free from darkness then, 
For ever free from fear ! 

And then we shall look back, 
And smile on all our care 
And know, had we not passed through it. 
We never had been there ! 
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Then let ns trust in God! 
He knows what will be best 
To fit us for a home with Him, 
A bright, eternal rest ! 



TM LONELY, LOVE, WITHOUT THEE NOW. 

I'm lonely, love, without thee now, 

I miss thy tunefiil voice I 
I miss thy broad and lofty brow, 

Companion of my choice ! 

I never had but thee to love, 

Thou wert my all on earth ; 
I rested ever on thy breast 

In sadness and in mirth ! 

No tear could starts but thy dear hand 

As quickly wiped away; 
No darkness came upon my path 

But thou couldst turn to day ! 



I'm LOinSLT, LOVE, WITHOUT THEE NOW. 215 

Oh ! how I miss thee, none can tell, 

Nor when I miss thee, none 1 
For broken is life's blessed spell — 

My husband ! ihow art gone ! 

Gone ! and thy gentle hand no more 

Shall cool my burning brain, 
Nor bring to me the summer flowers — 

Oh ! neyer more again ! 

Oh ! but my punishment is hard, 

And yet I feel it just ; 
I placed an idol on Qod's throne, 

And now I find it dust ! 

When shall life's fifful, painful dream 

Of loneliness be o'er? 
When shall I meet with thee again, 

And part from thee no more) 

Fm yearning to be with thee now, 

I'm longing night and day ; 
But, spirit, hush 1 thou canst not go ! 

Hush, spirit! tbou must stay: 
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Until the Lord shall bid thee go 

To join him on that shore, 
O'er Jordan's stream, where tears, and woe, 

And death shall be no more ! 



OH ! FAKE-THEE-WELL. 

Oh ! fiure-thee-welll the features may not show 

The yearnings of the heart that leaves this spot; 

Unknown, unnoticed is the hidden woe 

That wraps its dark spells round my bursting heart I \ 

The veil is drawn, and mortal may not tear 

That veil aside : my soul must bear alone 

Its silent sufferings, for no breast may share 

The sorrows that must aye remain unknown. 

like treasure must each grief be lockM up 

And brooded overl and no tear, no sigh. 

Must rise I oh, none must see the bitter cup 

Of grie^ o'erflowing from the weary eye. 
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Oh, lovely, happy spot ! dear as my home ! 

Hearts that beat true are there, and gentle eyes 

That kindly beam, unchanged by threatening storm. 

Well may these wild and burning tear-drops rise, 

But they must flow no more, and I must seem 

Contented; yetj by all this heavy gloom — 

By aU this wretchedness, oh, do not deem 

That aught can stiLl these memories but the tomb. 

How I was loved ! 'Twas that sweet bliss first taught 

My heart to cling to it, for there I met 

Those who with kindness almost worship bought — 

Those whom the desolate can ne'er forget. 

Sweet, gentle ones! and are ye smiling still? 

Are aU as ye were wont to be of yore? 

Doth nought but gladness now each bosom fill; 

Are aU unchanged, and I beloved no more? — 

Beloved no more ! Oh, by the speechless grief, 

That prest my brain like madness, let me not 

Lose the sweet hope that gave my soul relief 

In the dark hour I lefb — Forget me not ! 
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FOR AN ALBUM. 

Onoe there was many a wish in my heart. 

That I often breathed for thee; 
And many a fancy that would not depart. 

But clung round my memory. 

And I asked of Heaven to fling round thy path 

A halo of constant peace ; 
To turn to reality every dream 

Of thee that my heart did please. 

It must not be thus, oh ! it must not be, 

And I dare not ask it now. 
To see thee from every sorrow free, 

And cloudless thy sunny brow. 

This earth would be heaven enough for thee, 
Thou wouldst seek not a brighter sphere ; 

Thy young heart with its wealth of love would be 
With its earthly idols here. 



i 
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I have known, I have felt, — ah, I feel it now — 
How dear this vain world can be ; 

And 80 it were better, dear love, that thou 
Some few of its ills may see. 

I would that we both could yield our heart, 

While yet in the bloom of youth, 
To One who would never from us depart. 

And live in His love and truth ! 

I know, love, how dear the earth may become ! 

And I know its falsehood too ! 
And I know how the heart wiLl cling to its home 

Of clay, though it be untrue ! 

Then I ask that Qod may our spirit fill 

With his own unchanging love, 
And keep us in perfect safety till 

We meet in the realms above. 
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* * * 



TO 



So much of woe had been my lot, that those sweet 

hours with thee 
Will be remembered long and flEU* o'er life's dark path 

by me; 
Dear visions, added to the store in memory's haunted 

cell, 
Those few brief hours with thee have given, as with 

a magic spell. 

It is not that my future days are gilded by their 
light, 

Thy love was like a sweet pale star, above my spirit's 
night ! 

Without a hope of morning's dawn, or dream of com- 
ing years. 

To hush the tumults of my heart, or check the rising 
tears. 
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TogetheTy we have mourned our love, the buried and 

untrue! 
Together^ yearned in vain o'er hopes, time never can 

renew! 
Together wandered back through years, to peaceful 

days of old^ 
And felt their very memory was more precious, &r, 

than gold. 



And now, those few brief hours are gone ! now each 

must stand alone 
And bear the bitter weight of life, as best it may be 

borne, 
But think not I forget thee, though apart our lot is 

cast, 
And the hope that we might meet again is past ! for 

ever past ! 



Our last farewell is spoken, but there rests upon me 

still, 
That strange magnetic power that bound my spirit 

to thy will j 



222 TO 



« * * 



And / sLall be remembered, remembered but too 

well, 
I feel thy thoughts are with me still, with their 

mysterious spell. 



Nor would I be forgotten; yet I would not meet 

again, 
Nor live once more o*er that last hour of agony and 

pain, 
Our parting hour ! we roam apart, but oh ! a time 

will come, 
When we shall meet, nor part again, in an eternal 

home; 



When we shall meet our buried ones ! the buried and 

untrue, 
But purified by sufferings then, with deathless love, 

and new. 
When the dark dark veil that rests upon thy weary 

heart and mine 
Shall be withdrawn for ever by the touch of love 

divine. 



k 
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Oh ! bravely gird tby spirit np to battle 'giunat tlie 

atonn, 
"Tia through the acenee of deepest woe, we gaiu our 

strength and calm I 

And when in after life, thy thoughts shall dwell on 

momeuts past, 
Oh! let no bitterness upon their faded hopes be cast. 



But let a sigb and let a tear their slumbering echoes 

wake. 
Oh, guard the memoty of those hours, as holy for mg 

sake! 
What I shall think and feel for t&y, till life itself 

shall close, 
I dare not whisper to myself, Qod only sees and 
knows 
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BIRTHDAY WISHES. 

I KKOW not what my tongae can say 

It hath not said before ! 
Nor what my heart can wish to-day, 

It hath not wished of yore. 

And yet I would some simple thing, 
Though but a worthless lay. 

Should tell thee, * % that my heart 
Forgets thee not to-day. 

Pve wandered in the pasty away ! 

Away to days gone by ! 
I've wandered in the past to-day, 

Till tears were in mine eye. 

I bless thee, for the memories, 

This day awakens new, 
I bless thee for the pleasant scenes 

They're bringing to my view. 



k 
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They make the wishes warm and deep, 

Of this fond heart for thee ! 
And in the hour of nature's sleep, 

They've flowed in prayers from me. 

Qod will answer all the fervent prayers, 

That words have never told ; — 
Prayers that breathed forth 'mid sighs and tears, 

For words were all too cold. 

He wiU bless thee, keep thee, love, to-day, 

Thou wilt have a Father's care. 
He gave my spirit power to pray. 

And He will answer prayer. 

Hail! to thy birthday, * *, then. 

May joy and peace be thine, 
The wishes best thou hast again 

Of this true heart of mine. 
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EARTHLY AND HEAVENLY HOPES. 

Say, what are earthly hopes ! like flowers, 

That spring and sweetly bloom, 
But wither in a few brief hours, 

And meet an early tomb ! 

If such are earthly hopes, ah, why 

Cling to them with such trust, 
When all the loved of earth must die. 

And perish in the dust 

And what are heavenly hopes 1 Fair flowers, 

That bloom in lands of love; 
Sweet blossoms gracing Eden's bowers, 

In brighter realms above. 

Oh ! heavenly hopes our Lord has given 

To guide His chosen on 
To their bright home in yonder heaven, 

To His beloved Son. 
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And heavenly hopes are bright and pnre, 

But earthly hopes have gloom, 
While heavenly hopes are firm and sure, 

For Jesus bids them bloom. 

Oh ! may He plant them in my heart, 

To fade away, oh, never ! 
And may He grace and peace impart. 

And seal me His for ever. 



TO EMMA. 

Tht natal day, dear girl, again is here. 
Hark to the breathings of a heart sincere ! 
I see that health is on thy cheek and brow, 
I wished it once, what shall I wish thee now? 
I've wished thee Mends, and every joy of earth, 
A heart from sorrow free, a soul of mirth. 
And all of these, a gracious Qod hath given. 
But did I ask for thee a place in heaven? 
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I asked for Mends, but they might fade away! 
I asked for earthly joys, which soon decay I 
But noW) dear girl, while on my bended knee, 
I ask a Friend in yon bright world for thee ! 
For, Emma, nothing on this earth can stay, 
The bright, the beautiful, all pass away ! 
Oh ! may the tendrils of thy young heart twine 
With holy ardour round the Living Vine ! 
And may the breathings of thy spirit rise. 
On this thy natal-day, beyond the skies. 
Fray, dearest, pray that He may now impart 
His Holy Spirit, and now change thine heart; 
And then, should dark and dreary moments come. 
Beyond those clouds thy faith will see a home, 
A home ! What music in the gentle sound ! 
A home ! where not a sigh or tear is found ! 
Ask it, and, dearest, I will ask it too, 
The Gk>d of mercies will thy heart renew ! 
And He will shield thee with a Father^s care. 
Who never yet refused the heart-breathed prayer. 
Emma ! this is thy natal-day— oh ! then 
Mayst thou be bom of God^ to-day, again. 
Deep are the wishes of my soul to-day. 
Would it might be thy spirit's natal-day ] 
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Hearer of prayers, oh ! deign to answer mine, 
Saviour of sinners, make her wholly Thine ! 



TO ENNA. 

Thet say thou art a bride, Enna, a joyous young 

bride. 
That one is with thee now, Enna, whose hope thou 

art and pride; 
And I would fain a simple lay to thee, beloved, send. 
To tell the earnest wishes of a fond, but absent 

friend. 

We met, long, long ago, Enna, scarce had my child- 
hood past. 

And thou wert gentle in those hours which flew away 
so fast, 

And thou wert kind and good, Enna, one of the 
dearest things. 

That rose, in those unclouded days, in my imagin* 
ings. 
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Few cares were on my brow, Enna, for life was gay 

and new, 
And my young dreams were beauty-fraught, and all 

I loved were true, 
And pain and sickness had not been, to crush my 

spirit then, 
Life was a thing in those bright days it cannot be 

again. 

Oh ! how I loved thee then, Enna ! words can never 

teU 
How earnestly I loved thee, — ^how deeply and how 

well; 
But years sped swiftly by, Enna, and oh ! at last, at last 
I felt the beauty of life's dream, its blessedness was past. 

We parted ! Years have fled since then, and changes 

great have been 
In both of us since last we met, both bright and dark 

I ween; 
The hand of sickness hath with heavy touch been 

laid on me, 
And bowed my spirit in the dust How hath it 

dealt with thee? 
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My heart was beating high, Enna, with pride, and 

hope, and love, 
And I forgot that my affections should be placed 

above ; 
Oh ! my heart was beaming high, Enna, very, very high, 
My soul was earth-bound, I forgot its creatures all 

must die. 

But the blow in mercy fell on me, Enna, aud my 

brow 
Is paler than when last we met^ and sorrow-shaded 

now; 
My frame is weaker, but my heart hath not forgotten 

yet 
Thine image, and thy gentle love ; — ^it never can 

forget ! 

Has thy path been strewn with flowers, dearest? No, 

no, tears 
Have sometimes flowed from those dark eyes in these 

long years. 
I knew it ! and thy brow, dearest, hath oft been sad, 
But now I bless our Qod, for it thy loving heart is 

glad. 
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And now thou art a bride, Enna ! Oh ! may he be 
A Mend, a guide, a comforter, through all thy life to 

thee; 
I know that he must love thee well, as we loved thee 

of yore, 
Thou art his bride, his beautiful ! ah, then he loves 

thee more ! 

Qod bless ye both, dear Enna, God bless ye both^ 

farewell ! 
Dearly I love you, Enna, and I weep my fond farewell ! 
We may not meet again on earth ; but there's a blessed 

shore. 
Where we shall meet, where tears are known nor 

parting hours no more. 

Sometimes I think I soon shall know that quiet 

quiet rest, 
For oh ! I'm weak and weary, but my Father's wiU is 

bestl 
Think of me in your hour of prayer, and pray that 

we may meet. 
When this ^world's joys and griefs are o'er, at our 

Bedeemer's feet. 
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HE IS THINE. 

(WKITTEN FOE AN ALBUM.) 

He is thine ! the Lord of Heaven ! 
He hath all thy sins forgiven ! 
He hath cleansed thee vdth His blood, 
Thou art His, — the Lamb of God. 

He is thine ! no more shall woe 
Crush thy gentle spirit now ! 
Jesus will thy sorrows share, 
And thy spirit's burdens bear. 

He is thine ! thy Father still, 

Thine through good, and thine through ill ! 

And though varied be thy lot, 

Thy Bedeemer changes not. 

Q 
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He is thine, should sickness lay 
Life in premature decay; 
Never can thy heart repine, 
Never murmur, He is thine ! 

Thine when fortune shall have fled, 
Thine when cherished hopes are dead, 
Thine when friends of earth shall fail, 
Thine the Friend vrUhin the veil! 

Then when life's sweet mom is gone. 
And when darkness clouds its noon, 
When the shades of eventide 
Gather round on every side, 

He is thine ! oh, earthly bliss 
Cannot be compared with this ! 
God thy Friend ! Thine may He be 
Through a glad eternity. 
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" Sunday School Teachers wanting help for their classes; 
mothers who desire to turn Sabbath evenings to profit with 
their children ; all who seek to interest and profit the young 
or the uneducated, may use these 'Scripture Lessons' with 
advantage." — Baptist Magazine. 
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<< This is a remarkable book. It is unique in appearance; 
and there is a ring in its substance which reminds us of the 
pith and weight by which not a little of our old English author- 
ship has be^ characterized. The thought and feeling are 
truly and deeply Scriptiural and Christian. But there is a 
strength in botib which is not a little refreshing in these days 
of so much formal and conventional authorship. Give it as a 
present, reader, where you wish to induce a Cluistian thought- 
fulness, a reverence of sacred truth, and all things sacred. 
You feel that it is a strong hand that comes upon you as you 
read these pages." — British Quarterly Review. 

" This will be a very welcome book to many quiet, thought- 
ful, spiritual people ; and in these noisy days, we cannot do 
our readers a better service than to recommend to them devo- 
tional books of a really healthy character. There is a pecu- 
liarity and quaintness in Mr Pulsford's manner of thought 
which will only make his book the more acceptable to very 
many minds." — Edectic Beview. 

** A beautiful book of thoughts, full of the ripest wisdom of 
the heart." — London Quarterly Review. 

" From the immeaning nonentities of the teeming modem 
press this book starts out with a dignified character of its own, 
stamped thereon by genuine godliness, vigorous intellect, rich 
and elegant imagination, and rare faculty of speech. The 
' Aids to Thought ' remind us of the ' Fragments ' of Novalis, 
and the chapters that alternate with the former are priceless 
jewels. Amongst these sparkles most brightly that which is 
inscribed 'Jesus Revealing the Heart of God,* which we are 
glad to find is circulating separately." — The HomUist. 
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"Beautiful, full of love, and sparkling with sublime 
thoughts." — British Messenger, 

** Useful labours, we say, advisedly, for we know that one 
of his previous discourses — that on ' Jesus Revealing the Heart 
of Grod * — brought light and peace to a heart that was soon to 
cease beating." — The Homilut. 

** An exquisitely written chapter, full of precious truth, and 
set in words and sentences which fall like sweet music on the 
ear. We can think of nothing so near it in style, as a fine 
mixture of old Samuel Rutherford's matter, and Jeremy 
Taylor's poetry, put into short and pithy sentences. We can 
promise the resAeis, if devout and sanctified souls, as rich a 
treat as they could have for their ' Quiet Hours,' in the perusal 
of this little book." — Bihle Class Magazine, 

"The children of Grod will find in this paper very much 
that is fitted to quicken their love for the Divine Saviour; 
and we commend it to all, as abounding in singularly fresh 
and pregnant thought in the mystery of godliness." — Edin- 
burgh Witness. 



To Every Creature. 

" GO YE INTO ALL THE WORLD, AND PREACH 
THE GOSPEL TO EVERY CREATURE." 

Third Thousand, price 3d. 
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Healthy Beligion Exemplified 

IN THE LIFE OF THE LATE 

MR ANDREW JACK, OF EDINBURGH. 

^ pmoir. 

BY THE REV. PETER LORIMER, 

PBOFESSOB OF THBOLOOT AKD BIBLICAL LITBBATUEE IN THE 
ENGLISH FBBSBTTEBIAN OOLLEQE, LONDON. 



" Such was the power of this plain man, though so unobtru- 
sive, BO calm, as, like Ms Master, to let his voice scarcely ever 
be heard upon the streets, that he stamped his character, with 
more or less success, upon almost every charity, social and re- 
ligious, of his native city. In the adxnirable biography before 
us, he is seen coming in upon the various town agencies like a 
b^un of light, soft, noiseless, but radiant with blessing, and 
reflecting himself through others in various directions, where 
personally he could not be present,'* &c. — Edinbwrgh Witness. 
''The plan and execution of this biographical sketch are in 
excellent keeping with the admirable subject of it. According 
to our taste, there has not appeared, in modem times, a Me- 
moir, the literary execution of which is more in accordance 

with the dictates of common sense It is worthy of a 

very wide circulation. It will do much good, by Grod's bless- 
ing, in every circle, but especially in the walks of business.'* — 
Evangelical Magazine, 

'* The whole of this admirable, instructive, and impressive 
memoir is well worthy of being carefully read and tiioughi- 
fully considered." — Sunday School Tecucheti Magazine. 

** Professor Lorimer has rendered good service to young men 
engaged in business, by this simple and well-written memoir of 
a Christian tradesman. As a truthful history, combining good 
taste and practical sense with a healthful glow of manly devo- 
tion, we are not a&aid of saying more than is due when we ex- 
press our wish that it were in the hands of every tradesman in 
the empire. There are many Christian employers, we trust, 
whom oiu* recommendation may induce to distribute it largely 
among the class of readers for whose best welfare they feel the 
most conscientious interest." — Eclectic Review. 
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Apples of Gold 

FOR YOUNG MEN AND WOMEN, 

AND A 

CROWN OF GLOEY FOE OLD MEN AND WOMEN. 

BY THE REV. THOMAS BROOKS. 

Elegantly bound, price Ss. 



''In these days of light reading, we doubt whether our 
readers will be ti^en with so quaint a title as the above ; but 
if they can, let them get an opportunity of reading this fine 
old book. It is full of striking thoughts and sage counsels, 
adorned with an abundance of apt illustrations, and is worth 
a hundred of the shallow declamations which now too often 
find their way into print." — Bible CUua Magazine. 



The Birthday Council; 

OB, HOW TO BE USEFUL. 

BY MRS ALARIC WATTS. 
Neatly Bound for Presents, price 2s. 6d ; gilt, 3s. 



** This is a charming book for little girls who are really de- 
sirous of being useful to their fellow-creatures." — Edinburgh 
Witness. 

"Though written specially for the young, parents and 
guardians of youth wiU find useful hints for guiding those 
under their charge to works of honourable, agreeable, and 
useful beneficence." — Literary Oaaette. 

" Mrs Watts inculcates very pleasantly the virtues of thrift 
and self-denial in all schemes of benevolence. Her tale is in- 
teresting as a mere story, and is marked by that rarest of femi- 
nine accomplishments — ^plain good sense." — The Athenceum. 
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Christ's Self-Sacrifice and Ours. 

BY THE REV. JOHN STOUGHTON, KENSINGTON. 

Pkiee Fourpence. 



Heaven ; 

OR, THE CHURCH TRIUMPHANT IN ITS STATE OF 

CELESTIAL BEFOSE. 

BY THE LATE REV. JOHN ANGEL JAMES. 

Price Threepence. 



Principles of the Doctrine of 
Christ. 

BY THE LATE REV. WILLIAM DOW, A.M. 

Second Edition, price Is. 3d. 




